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This is a world of archetypes and shadow, 

Of ghosts that haunt, and dreams that follow, 

This is a world of narrative, of stories old and new, 
Where anything is possible, but caution is due. 


If you admire this world, and heed it’s call, 

Respect yourself, and your place in it all, 

For here, responsibility, honor, and restraint are key, 

To navigate the twists and turns, and set your spirit free. 


So step lightly, but boldly, into this realm of myth, 

And with each tale, uncover the truths that lie beneath, 
May you find wisdom and wonder, and leave enriched, 

In this world of archetypes and shadow, forever bewitched. 
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Edgeville the Novelization Edgeville : 
Chapter1 Gaslighting 


In the sleepy suburb of Edgeville, where the tightly trimmed lawns and low picket fences 
whispered of a thousand quiet contentments, there stood a home. It was a house that seemed 
to defy the very concept of suburban mundanity; a house that, if one could only peer through its 
windows, would reveal a newer, truer world where sumptuous opulence and hungry secrets 
stalked each other across only the smoothest floors and the warmest carpets. 


Step inside, and the air itself would elicit the most undeniable sense of déja vu, as memories of 
forgotten Shangri la flooded the banks of the mind. The foyer, adorned with mirrors held in 
gilded Art Deco frames and balanced via intricate Persian rugs, spoke volumes of the tastes 
and refinements of the inhabitants. 


But the foyer was only a threshold, a buffer designed to greet unwanted neighbors. 
It was the living room beyond that truly captured the body of luxury. 


There, watching over a plush buckskin sofa and some intricately carved and well oiled 
mahogany furniture, hung a portrait. A lifesize portrait of a woman, fiery red hair ablaze against 
the night sky, gaze smoldering with a quiet intensity. The definition of a cover girl, a major in 
biology, a vision of beauty and valiant geometry, a goddess frozen in time. 


Mommy entered the room. 


What some see in women while drunk, one saw in Mommy sober. She was constantly 
apprehended with all the heightened clarity of a pulsating mescalin jag. To watch her was to 
achieve a direct connection with nature, like being stumbled upon by a pair of the most 
magnificent prancing horse-does on one's way to a waterfall in the shady summer hills. 


Her attire, a symphony of designer labels and impeccable taste, spoke of real sophistication: a 
tight-fitting ribbed sweater that accentuated her womanly hips, narrow shoulders; a designer 
skirt hemmed shorter to better reveal her well toned lagomorph legs, and, like two onyx hooves, 
a pair of imported 2" Italian heels that made her appear even taller; Her pearl necklace, adorned 
with pearls the size of marbles, complemented her matching dangling pearl earrings, which 
danced and chimed in harmony with her restrained bust-line, echoing the rhythm of her heels as 
they clacked the floor. 


As she stood before the portrait, her reflection illuminated against its hard glass by the soft glow 
of the chandelier above, she seemed to come alive. With a flick of her wrist, she adjusted her 
pearl necklace, the lustrous orbs gleaming in the dim light. And then, with a cruel look at her 


painted self, she shook out her scarlet locks, letting the farthest, lowest tendrils whip her face 
like the Parthenon in flames. 


This was Mommy, a stunning milf in her late thirties. 


Every afternoon she ritually challenged herself like this — in a showdown against her own past. 
Her goal was never to win; nor could she afford to lose. Everyday she battled herself to an even 
draw. 


Otherwise, everything would have unraveled. 


Every afternoon, Mommy confronted her previous lives, intrepid front-line nurse, cover-girl, 
casalinga di tutte le casalinghe; for now she was all of them and more. She was ‘her royal 
majesty’ reigning over her own suburban world with insistent certainty. 


And, as the battle came to a close, she lingered upon her reflection in the protective glass of her 
own portrait. She had renewed her daily defiance. She would remain a flawless object above all 
others. Timeless and immortal. She would always embody suburban perfection against the 
backdrop of a perfectly curated American life. 


She commanded reverence for yet another day. 


Loitering by the line of squat concrete pillars that marked the property line of the Brooks' Estate 
there was a boy. The white and gray shirt, khaki shorts, black leather belt and necktie were clear 
evidentiary proof that he was a student from Edgeville academy. 


When the Hawaiian had shuffled off, none of the Edgeville town fathers had bestowed this boy 
their patented 'buck-up son' speech, though, had it been anyone else, they would have lined up 
to do so. 


Housewives of a certain circuit did quietly drop off a dozen small envelopes containing 
handwritten encouragements, lamentations, poems, promises, remembrances and RSVPs. 


Toby Brooks, always the smallest among his peers, possessed an undeniable prowess over 
athleticism, fueled by his quick sprint, keen eye, mean body, and a competitive streak that often 
bordered on ferocity. It had been an uneventful day at school, with morning classes dragging on, 
followed by only a slight reprieve in the afternoon when he and his team emerged victorious in 
the soccer scrimmage. 


As the day waned and shadows lengthened, Toby felt a familiar tension building in the air, a 
sense of impending yawl lurking just beneath the surface. Standing on the paved path that 
doubled as a roadway in their hilly, wooded neighborhood, he leaned against one of the squat 


concrete pillars marking the edge of his property. His lips moved silently as he rehearsed in his 
mind what he was about to say and do. 


Toby was very handsome for his age, thick black hair like a manga hero and sparkling sapphire 
eyes catching the dancing light of the afternoon like topaz in a sandy stream as he walked 
under the shadows and the trees. 


As Toby crossed the threshold into the ornate living room, he held his breath and narrowed his 
eyes. The scene before him: A woman, continually whipping her own face with her own fiery 
mane. She wrongly assumed that she was still alone and failed to recognize the boy's very real 
presence. 


Toby had long collected little, stolen moments like this. 

But something in the atmosphere definitely felt off again today. 

He had begun to suspect that his world wasn't what scientists dreamed it to be. 

And then, it happened. The soft murmur of the audience, once a mere background noise hiding 
in the ambient hum of the earth's molten core like the rustling trees in the wooded hills or the 
ready fall of engorged and swollen cider apples, paraded into a cacophony of sound. The LIVE 
AUDIENCE erupted in cheers and whistles of appreciation, their enthusiasm palpable. 

He reflexively became as still as a rabbit. 

A subtle shift in the air had caught his attention, and strange shadows started dancing across 
the far wall of the room. And then, as if in response to something he had done, applause filled 
the air. 

Toby's heart pounded in his chest as he realized the truth: he wasn't just stepping into his 
family's living room, he was stepping onto a set, a stage where every move was scripted and 
every word carefully rehearsed. The woman before him wasn't just his mother, she was a 


character, a role, played to perfection for the amusement of the LIVE AUDIENCE 


With nervous excitement goose-pimpling over his skin, Toby couldn't help but wonder what other 
secrets lay hidden beneath the surface of his previously rational life. 


And, what role would he be chosen to play in this elaborate charade? 


Heart slamming, pulse-pounding, Toby straightened his posture, ready to address his mother 
just as he had planned. 


But the possibilities swirled in his mind. 


As he opened his mouth to speak, he couldn't shake the feeling that he was being watched, that 
every move he made was being witnessed by a thousand pairs of eyes. 


Cozy confines. 
Suburban home. 


Toby pushed himself, another stride into that opulent living room, his school bag still slung over 
his shoulder. 


The soft glow of the chandelier was illuminating the room. Or, it should have been. His mother 
stood, facing her portrait. 


Strange unsourced shadows danced and paraded across the walls behind her. 


Her fiery red hair whipping her own soft beauty as she made cooing noises at her own reflected 
image in the glass of her portrait. 


Too late, she realized her son had already entered her innermost sanctum. 
She turned with a dramatic suddenness that any television starlet would have killed for. 
She faced him. 


Toby blinked as he registered what she was wearing. A soft-gray form-fitting ribbed sweater that 
accentuated her curves. Tailored. Well-chosen. It had been both expensive to pay for and 
difficult to procure. 


This was his first time seeing her wear it; she had recently refused to accept the sweater and 
other gifts from him; gifts in tall boxes which were very tightly wrapped. 


Labeling them as ‘inappropriate for a son to give his mother’, she had banished them into one of 
her wardrobes. The fact that she was wearing the sweater-top, skirt, heels, and pearls now 
reinforced her core commitment to maintaining her status and preeminence over all other 
suburban women. 


These were this season's clothes, designer wear, they were a coup, they were blue-ribbon just 
like Mommy was. She could hardly afford to keep such things locked away forever. 


"Wow, Mommy," Toby exclaimed, his tone injected with warmth as he lauded her appearance. 
"You look absolutely stunning in that sweater and designer skirt. | just knew those new clothes 
would suit you perfectly." 


A frown played at the corners of his mother's wide, straight mouth as she acknowledged his 
compliment. 


"Thank you, Toby," she replied, locking eyes with him. "You may think we are playing some kind 
of...” she gestured subtly with one hand as if signaling for a cigarette, “little dress-up game, but 
we're not. Rather, it is crucial that we maintain appearances, especially in these uncertain 
times." 


But as Toby approached her, Mommy begrudgingly lowered her haughty chin a silent 
acknowledgment of the shifting power dynamics within their household. 


With the Hawaiian safe, secure, and six-feet below the streets, Toby had taken on the role of 
man of the house, asserting himself in ways both subtle and overt. He wrapped his arms around 
her waist and hugged himself tightly against her. 


His mother, aware of his growing confidence, met his gaze with burgeoning admiration but also 
apprehension, akin to that of a prey animal cornered by lions. She knew that as soon as Toby 
came into his own, their relationship would ...evolve. 


She did not otherwise reciprocate his embrace. 


They spent a drawn-out moment there together in the living room, Toby milking their shared but 
one-sided hug for all it was worth. Meanwhile Mommy calculated that she should be safe 
enough, for now. 


As Toby gripped his mothers wide hips, he studied her much-sought-after, high-value, lovely, 
perfect face. As he pressed himself against the warm skin of one of her long, perfectly formed 
bare upper thighs a silent understanding passed between them. 


The self-casting otherworldly shadows persisted in their perverse undulating dance. 


As if prearranged, the atmosphere in the living room of the Brook's home suddenly crackled with 
electricity. Sparks flew as the now pulsing white-hot bulbs of the chandelier began to flicker 
rapidly on and off, causing a hypnotic strobe effect. Mommy's hair started rising, and when she 
reached to check it, she was rewarded with painfully pinching electrostatic shocks from her 
soft-gray form-fitting ribbed sweater. Her delicate features twisted in apprehension as each 
flicker sent a shiver down her spine; her hands trembled with a repressed fear she could not 
articulate. 


"Toby," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper, "what is happening? Why are the 
lights...?" 


Ever reliant on his youthful confidence, Toby stepped back and struck a fresh pose. 


His gaze steady and resolute, "don't worry, Mommy," he said, his voice strong against the chaos 
that pulsed and shook the room. "I'll go down to the basement and check the fusion box. You 
can relax. Stay here, like a good girl, and | will be right back." 


Mommy's eyes widened in disbelief, a mixture of grateful relief and dangerous uncertainty 
flickering across her features. She had never been one to relinquish control, to allow others to 
take charge of her. But in that moment, faced with the prospect of darkness and electric shocks, 
she found herself unable to protest. 


Toby moved down a hallway towards the basement door, his surefire movements all his own yet 
simultaneously intended for the woman watching after him. 


The shadows seemed to cling to him, muttering dark speculation. 


Toby ignored them, his focus singular as he made his way through the house, his footsteps 
echoing in the silence. 


As he reached the basement door, Mommy's voice floated down the hallway, a faint trace of her 
earlier apprehension. "Toby, please return swiftly, honey," she called out, her tone laced with 
rarely observed vulnerability. "| don't want to be left alone in the dark." 


Toby paused, his hand resting on the doorknob, her affection causing a powerful swelling within 
him. Turning back towards the living room, he met Mommy's gaze with a reassuring smile. 
"Don't worry, Good Girl," he said, his voice gentle, yet firm and confident. "I'll take care of 
everything. I'm the man of the house now, remember?" 

And with that, Toby disappeared into the darkness of the basement, leaving Mommy alone in 
the flickering light of the living room. As she watched him go, a sense of total confusion sat on 
her chest. 

The man of the house? 

Perhaps she should let Toby run things. It wouldn't be so crazy. 

Would it? 

Toby descended the creaking wooden stairs into the dark depths of the basement, his hand 
trailing lightly along the smooth banister. The air was cool and free from outside smells. The 
faint hum of the houses electrical wiring was constant here. 


"Hello?" Staying in character, Toby called out. "Is anyone down here?" 


A figure emerged from the shadows, clad in the same gray and white school uniform as Toby. It 
was Mike, his friend and fellow Edgeville academy student, his features etched with 


nervousness as he flicked switches back and forth inside the metal cabinet that housed the fuse 
box. 


"Toby, are you super sure about this?" Mike asked, his voice uncharacteristically high pitched. 


Toby's expression remained calm as he leaned against the cold concrete wall, his eyes fixed on 
Mike. "Do me a favor and relax, Mike," he said, his tone cocky. "It's just a prank. Trust me." 


Mike hesitated for a moment, his fingers hovering over the switches. "I don't know, Toby," he 
replied, his voice wavering. "This doesn't feel right." 


Toby flashed him a confident grin. "Come on, Mike," he said, his voice laced with bravado. 
"Don't worry, we've got this practically handled already. Just wait until | go back upstairs, then 
make some noise. Slam the storm doors or something." 


Mike nodded reluctantly, his apprehension barely held at bay. "Okay, man," he said, his voice 
barely above a whisper. "But be careful, alright?" 


With a jaunty salute, Toby vaulted back up the basement stairs, leaving Mike alone in the 
basement. As the sound of Toby's footsteps faded away, Mike took a deep breath and prepared 
himself for the task at hand. It was just a prank, he reminded himself. 


Just a harmless prank. 


As Toby ascended the basement stairs and returned to the living room, he couldn't help but 
notice the heightened state of Mommy's nerves. She stood by the now shuttered window, her 
hands fidgeting with invisible threads of worry as she awaited Toby's return. 


Entering the room at the peak of tension, Toby was met with exactly what he was hoping for. 


Mommy, nodding to herself frantically, her cheeks flushing pink and her eyes already bloodshot. 
"Toby... baby, you came back," she uttered in a low voice, her tone on the verge of tears. 


"Awww," breathed the invisible collective that was the LIVE AUDIENCE, in full appreciation of 
the sentimental reunion. 


"Of course, Mommy. | would never—" Toby began, but was abruptly cut off by a loud crashing 
sound that shook the chandelier. Mommy's reaction was immediate and startling. She leaped 
into the air, beginning to hop up and down in place, her movements jerky and frantic as if she 
were trying to shake off an invisible assailant. Her hands fluttered nervously at her sides, 
desperately seeking something to grasp onto for stability. 


As when he had first come home and witnessed mommy flailing her own face with her own hair 
while making cooing sounds at her reflection, Toby took an extra beat to collect this rare 


moment for his internal collection. The bouncing, shaking, shimmying, tight-clothed Mommy 
pushing and pulling herself out of place was more titillating than he ever dreamed possible. 
Even her pearl necklace was bounding and slapping as her earrings jangled. He had planned 
this out, he had made this happen. 


the LIVE AUDIENCE chuckled at the erudite comedy, and her charming, feminine reaction to 
the startling slam. As well as Toby's devious reaction to her and all that she was. 


Toby watched and waited, he was hardly going to let this most perfect scene go to waste. 


But, Mommy glanced over to him in sheer, wild desperation and Toby had to respond. He 
reached out to steady his mother, gripping her forearm as she continued to bounce erratically. 
"Mommy, it's okay," Toby said soothingly, his voice a steady anchor in the midst of the storm. 
"Whatever that noise was, l'Il take care of it. Just try to breathe, okay?" 


But Mommy was beyond reasoning, lost in the grip of her own fear. Her hopping became even 
more frantic, her movements bordering on hysteria as she tried to escape the invisible threat 
that loomed over her. 


With a sly, reassuring smile, Toby took Mommy's trembling hands in his own. "Mommy," he said 
firmly, his voice cutting through the panic. "I'm going to go check on that noise. You stay here 
and try to calm down. I'll be right back, | promise." Hearing that he meant to leave her, Mommy 
instantly ceased jumping and huddled much closer to her son, tucking her hands under his arm 
for protection. Her eyes fixed on Toby's as she clung to him. 


"Toby... honey... don't leave Mommy. You have to stay here and protect me," Mommy pleaded, 
her voice tinged with the threat of sobs. "Don't you have one of those icky baseball bats from 
your old TEE-ball team hidden around somewhere?" 


Toby's smirked at his mother's request, a hint of amusement dancing in his eyes. "Of course, 
Mommy. Let's go over to the kitchenette and get you a nice, cold drink of water, okay?" 


With a feeble determination, Mommy once again gave one of her nervous nods as a tear 
streaked down her perfect but recently ruddy cheek. 


Toby guided his mother to the kitchenette corner where the living room met the foyer 
glass-and-iron-work wall. Once there he had to manage things with only his one free arm. He 
found a water glass, placed it on the bottom of the sink, and ran the spout over it. After closing 
the spout, he lifted it carefully to Mommy's lips. She sipped and swallowed, then exhaled, clearly 
feeling more herself. 


“That's better, Mommy. You are going to be good girl for me now, aren't you?” Toby asked her 
quietly. 


But Mommy winced slightly, as if being needled by him. "I will, Toby," she replied, giving up all 
haughtiness and promising good behavior, her eyes cast down. 


Toby nodded in deep understanding. His suspicions about this newer, truer world and Mommy's 
role in it had been confirmed. 


Next, Toby opened a cabinet door under the sink, revealing the brass plumbing which governed 
water flow in this part of the house. Behind one of the larger pipes, exactly where Toby had left 
it, was indeed a heavy wooden bat, its head polished and worn from use. He stood to his full 
height again, holding the bat close to Mommy's face for her to see and examine. 


Her eyes moved to it, then slowly reset and locked with his. 


"See, Mommy? | am the man of the house now," Toby said, lowering his voice to a serious 
whisper. 


Mommy re-wet her dry lips with a flick of her tongue. "Yes, of course, Toby. Mommy can see that 
now, honey." The woman acquiesced her chest heaving in her tight-fitting sweater-top. 
Electrically stimulated nipples pushing even through the thick weave of fabric. 


Dramatically, Toby made his way towards the hallway, his mother's eyes following him with a 
mixture of deep fear tinged with gratitude. As he disappeared from view, Mommy clung to the 
hope that her son would return promptly, ready to protect her from whatever impending danger 
had put her on such high alert. 


In the basement, Mike hunched over the fusion box, his brow furrowed in concentration as he 
tinkered with the switches. He shook his head wondering how he got talked into spending his 
afternoon with old cardboard boxes instead of by a cold soda fountain and a plate of fries. 


Suddenly, the sound of the creaking basement door echoed again, causing Mike to turn pale. 
He craned his neck nervously towards the source of the noise, his hands frozen mid-action. 


Predictably, Toby emerged from the shadows, a mischievous grin playing on his lips. "Relax, 
man. It's just me," Toby reassured him, his tone laced with amusement. 


Mike let out a sigh of relief, his shoulders slumping in relief. "Man, you scared me," he muttered, 
his nerves still on edge. “Are you really sure about this? There will be huge trouble if we get 
caught.” 


With a dismissive wave of his hand, Toby approached the circuit box, his confidence 
unwavering. "Don't worry, man. It's just a little gaslighting. We'll make my Mommy think she's 
losing her mind!" He said, his voice brimming with excitement. 


Together, they resumed the mischief on the circuit box. Toby's smile widened, his anticipation 
building with each passing moment. "This is going to be so sweet," he exclaimed, his eyes 
glinting. 


But just as they were starting to have some real fun, the lights suddenly flickered one last time 
and then went out completely, plunging the basement into darkness. 


Mike's eyes widened in panic, his guilt palpable. "Moon-doggies! Don't tell me we actually broke 
it!?" he exclaimed, his voice filled with guilt. 


But Toby remained unfazed, his excitement undiminished. "Nah, Man. The power must have 
somehow gone off in the whole neighborhood. What a break!” 


The school friend nods and exits, out the storm-door exit of the basement which lead to the 
backyard, then, with an accidental clatter out of the back-fence gate and into the woods 
beyond. 


The people and furnishings of the kitchenette emerged from the encroaching darkness owing to 
two candles and a strategically deployed Sterno (a squat aluminum can with a pop-top filled with 
solid-state nitroglycerin) as the fading outline of outside twilight showed it's last strength despite 
the shuttered windows. 


Mommy moved with distracted urgency as she pre-warmed her skillet over the flickering flame 
of a Sterno. As if the act of fixing a meal could banish her feelings just as well as it could her 
growing appetite. To protect her designer outfit she now sported a form-hugging, see-through 
apron. It further accentuated her curves like a second skin, adding even more allure to her 
already distracting attire. Toby was sure that the warm glow of the candlelight would create an 
intimate ambiance enhanced greatly by the unsettling events that had transpired earlier. 


He lounged at the dinette table, terribly engrossed in his textbook despite a complete lack of 
academic illumination. He snuck a glance over at Mommy, who swayed her body about the 
kitchen. 


"There was a hobo or something down there. But | scared him off," Toby said offhandedly, his 
voice laced with confidence. 


Mommy paused in her preparations, her brow furrowed with worry. "But now the power is out 
completely. What could be causing that?" she asked. 


Toby, without looking up from his reading, said, "I'm not sure, Mommy. But | promise not to leave 
you alone." 


Mommy's expression softened, a pleasant pleading evident in her eyes. "Oh, Toby, | don't know 
what | would do without you," she said, her voice heavy with emotion. 


As Mommy waited for the skillet to heat up, she found herself perched on the edge of Toby's 
knee, seeking comfort in his presence. The flickering candlelight warm, quiet, intimate. 


Her nerves were still showing through in the way she hugged herself tightly around the waist. 
The ribbed turtleneck sweater clung tighter to her figure as she did, straining her already 
rebellious bust-line, the see-through apron adding a vulnerability to her ninety-eight degrees and 
her fragrant presence. 


"Oh, | wonder if Lana Turner ever had days like this?" Mommy mused aloud along with a hint of 
self-deprecation. 


The LIVE AUDIENCE chuckled at her remark, their laughter echoing through the room. 


Toby finally glanced up from his book, a smirk playing on his lips. "Oh, | bet Lana Turner never 
had a real man to protect her," he said, teasing the woman. 


With a playful flex of his bicep, Toby elicited cheers and hoots from the LIVE AUDIENCE. 


Mommy shook her head, a mixture of amusement and exasperation crossing her features. "Oh, 
Toby, this is no time to be such a card. Seriously, what were all those noises? Shouldn't we try 
and contact the police?" she asked, her need for him to make a decision palpable. 


But Toby squeezed her shoulder. "No need for that, Mommy. | can handle anything. The house 
is secure, but later I'll go out and check the perimeter," he reassured her, his voice filled with 
confidence. 


Mommy bit her lip, her worry tantalizing to the eager boy. "But what if there's another intruder? | 
shouldn't be left alone," she said, her voice trembling slightly. 


Toby locked eyes with his fading-star of a mother as he replied, his tone calm and reassuring. 
"Don't worry, Mommy. | could hardly leave a woman like you all alone." 


The LIVE AUDIENCE erupted into applause and cheers. 

Mommy hugged herself once again, finding solace in the knowledge that her brave little 
protector was by her side. Lost in thought, Mommy's fingers caressed the smooth surface of the 
bat lying within arm's reach across the dinette table, her gaze drifting into the abyss of her own 
worries. Toby, sensing the weight of the moment, remained perfectly still, his eyes glinting. 


Appreciating the rampant irony, the LIVE AUDIENCE audience chuckled softly. 


"You know, Toby," Mommy said absentmindedly, her voice tinged with emotion, "you've really 
become such a strong and-and capable ...y-young man." 


Toby's smile was sly, his confidence growing to new heights, as he replied, "I'll always be here to 
take care of you, Good Girl. You can count on that." Mommy pulled Toby into a tight embrace, 
her dense gratitude smashing his youthful face. 


Applause erupted from the LIVE AUDIENCE, a chorus of approval for the appropriate and 
tasteful depiction of the bond between mother and son in America today. 


Toby's bedroom exuded a modest and peculiar charm, caught between remnants of childhood 
whimsy and the burgeoning inklings of teenage maturity. The walls, painted a soft shade of blue, 
bore remnants of decals from Toby's younger years, faded stickers of superheroes and space 
shuttles mingling with posters of vintage cars and movie monsters. The bed, a narrow single, 
was adorned with a patchwork quilt, its colors faded from use but still holding the guarantee of 
long-proven coziness. His window, which he loved to sit against during a thunderstorm, was 
open to the midnight air. 


Mommy lingered awkwardly in the doorway, her well-groomed presence a striking contrast to 
the youthful chaos of Toby's room and it's devil-may-care feng shui. Dressed in a silk pink 
nightgown that hugged her curves, with a triangle of white cotton panties peeking from below it's 
hem but just above her enviable thigh-gap. She exuded an aura of powerfully subdued 
elegance. Her lack of a bra (44' densely built bust-line, womanly areolas, pert nipples) added a 
hint of submissive demure, a vulnerability that Toby seemed determined to ignore. 


Toby, sat upright in bed, shirtless, his attention purportedly consumed by the pages of a comic 
book entitled 'Sole Survivor.’ 


The cover depicted a boy of Toby's age and general likeness, expression resolute as he wielded 
a trusty baseball bat, his shirt torn and tattered. At his side, a gorgeous, frightened woman clung 
to his leg, the color scheme and composition hinting at a world on the brink of collapse. 


Mommy's gaze lingered on Toby, her expression pouty as she watched him engrossed in his 
reading. Toby, clad in his pajama pants, his face contorted in concentration, seemed immune to 
her presence as he delved deeper into the world of his comic book. 


Mommy's voice, tremulous, soon broke the silence. "Toby? | couldn't sleep, honey. | heard a 
noise again and it scared me," Mommy confessed, her sigh laden with breathy innuendo. 


With hesitant steps, ignoring the youthful clutter, Mommy crossed the threshold into Toby's 
personal fortress. 


"Oh, it's just... all the flickering lights and that crashing noise earlier. It's all just too much. I'm so, 
so worried, baby boy." 


Toby, still feigning nonchalance, reclined on his bed, his gaze fixed firmly on the pages of his 
comic book. 


"A noise scared you? It was probably just a branch tapping against the window. Happens all the 
time," Toby remarked casually, his tone dismissive. 


But Mommy drew yet nearer, her arms wrapped around herself as if seeking cover from the chill 
of the night. Toby's indifference seemed to deepen. 


"Can't | sit with you for a little while, Toby? Just until | feel safe?" Mommy's voice quivered with 
uncertainty, her request a plea for male attention and reassurance. 


Toby, without looking up from his reading, replied maintaining the casual tone that belied his true 
intentions. "Of course, Mommy. Anything to make you feel better." 


With cautious steps, Mommy approached the edge of the narrow single mattress which capped 
Toby's bed, her perfect skin aglow against the blue background. 


"But, Mommy, aren't you getting a little too old to be scared of things like that," Toby teased, a 
twisted smirk playing on his lips. 


Mommy's defenses rose at the jibe, her posture stiffening as she bristled at his words. 


"What do you mean ‘old’, young man?" Mommy countered, her tone defensive as she looked 
over her shoulder at him. 


"Well, you're not exactly a young woman anymore, are you? Maybe you should start acting your 
age," Toby teased further, his smirk becoming thinner and cruel. 


A flicker of terror flashed across Mommy's otherwise perfect features, but Toby's taunting 
persisted. 


"Oh, Come on, Mommy. Don't make that face. You can stay in here with me. Lie down. You'll 
feel better in the morning," Toby prodded, his voice dripping with mocking faux concern. 


After a moment's hesitation, Mommy acquiesced, lying down beside Toby. He put an arm 
around her, pulling her close as she snuggled her back against his warm, toned young body. 


"I'll always be here to protect you, Mommy. After all,” Toby whispered in her ear, “I'm the man of 
the house. Now say it,". 


Mommy shivered more at his words than at his touch, but didn't pull away. She sighed and 
chose to pretend she didn't hear her son's last request. "This feels nice. It's been so long since 
I've had someone hold onto me." 


Toby whispered violently, pressing his lips hard against her ear. "Well, maybe that's because 
you've been so busy trying to act like 'queen bitch’ that you forgot how to be a woman." 


Mommy pulled away and stood up from the bed, looking hurt. "What do you mean, Toby?" she 
asked tearfully. 


Suddenly, Toby darted out his hand, angling around her waist, then, with a flick of his hand, 
swatted Mommy hard on her melon-like bottom. 


She gasped in surprise and pain. "Toby! What was that for?" Mommy exclaimed, aghast. 


"Just a little reminder, pretty Mommy. You're the woman of the house and I'm the man," Toby, his 
mouth straightened, his tone firm. 


Toby then ran a hand over her abs and pushed his fingers down into her little white panties, 
eliciting whistles and cheers from the LIVE AUDIENCE. 


"Toby, stop! Stop! What are you doing?!" Mommy screamed, shocked and alarmed. 
"Teaching you a lesson, Mommy. You need to learn to listen, and listen good, when your young 
man is speaking," Toby replied sternly, grabbing her arms and pulling her back onto the narrow 


bed. 


Mommy landed there on all fours, struggling but pinned down by Toby's strong arm around her 
waist. 


"Please, Toby, stop! I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" she cried out, tears streaming down her face. 


"That's better, Mommy. You understand now, don't you?" Toby said firmly, his expression 
serious. 


"Yes, Toby. | understand," Mommy replied submissively. 

As mommy crawled on the narrow mattress the sheets tossed, twisted and hanging onto the 
floor another swat came down. Mommy's ass was built from dense, taut flesh, but it could still be 
titillated if struck just right. Electricity ran through her, activating her sweet pink little mommy 
clitty. 

"Yes! Young Man! Mommy understands!" she repeated, her voice trembling. 


Toby leaned back slightly, his gaze intense as he assessed her. 


He nodded, satisfied. "Good. Then we can proceed." 


Toby leaned in and whispered something in Mommy's ear, causing her to blush. 


Mommy's voice trembled with flustered uncertainty as she spoke, her eyes betraying a mix of 
confusion and vulnerability. "But, Toby, I'm your mother," she protested weakly, her words 
racked with disbelief. "You can't talk to me like that." 


Leaning in close to Mommy's ear, Toby's tone was filled with a strange blend of authority and 
intimacy. 


"| can talk to you any way | want, Mommy," he whispered, his breath warm against her skin. 
"And you'll like it." 


A soft whimper escaped Mommy's lips, her resolve crumbling in the face of Toby's bold 
assertions. 


"Oh... Toby..." she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper, betraying a hint of surrender. 


Toby's voice was a soft murmur, barely audible, as he leaned in close to Mommy. "Shhhhh," he 
whispered, his tone a mix of reassurance and assertion. "You want this even more than | do, 
and that's saying something." 


Toby's expert hand lands on Mommy's backside again, and she gasped. The lights dimmed to a 
tasteful level as the sound of moans and spanked flesh echoed in the studio. Mommy was 
panting, her breaths shallow and ragged as she spoke, overcome by the intensity of the 
moment. 


"Toby," she murmured, her voice trembling with disbelief, "I... | can't believe I'm doing this." 
With a hesitant yet deliberate motion, Mommy hooked her thumb into the waistline of her white 
cotton panties. As if in a trance, she lowered them slowly, revealing her perfect vulnerability and 
total surrender. 

Toby's voice was barely audible, a whisper, yet it carried command and authority. 


"That's it, Mommy," he murmured softly, his words tinged with a hint of satisfaction. 


As Toby continued to speak in hushed tones, his voice enveloped Mommy in a spellbinding 
aura, drawing her deeper into his web of control. 


And then, as if on cue, all the lighting in the room shifted, focusing like a moon-glow on 
Mommy's starlet face. At first her gaze is intense yet placid, then, her eyes widened in the shock 
of first penetration. Her tumultuous storm of resistance and ecstasy competing within her. The 
hellish dance of woman. 


Every contour of her face told a story of its own, from the furrowed brow to the trembling lips to 
the once placid perfect feline eyes, now bulging. 


Penetrated by her own son in his juvenile bedroom. 


Mommy exhaled panicked gasps as Toby thrust into her, stretching her impossibly taut elastic 
pink mommy slit. 


Toby's hands reach along her body to grab and grasp as the slight sway of voluptuous teats and 
raging nipples kiss the flimsy fabric of her skimpy silk nightgown. 


Mommy's words slipped out in a soft, almost imperceptible murmur, a mixture of disbelief and 
resignation. 


"Ah, ah, ah, isn't this what you wanted?" she whispered under her breath, her voice desperate 
for approval. 


In response, Toby's retort came in a low, barely audible tone, carrying a note of authority and 
finality. 


"Shut up," he murmured, his words hammering her almost as hard as his impossible hot and 
hard teenage rod. 


Toby found a rhythm, the cadence of his movements syncing with the primal beat of desire. The 
sounds of his hard, youthful physique meeting the soft curvaceousness of the woman before 
him reverberated through the room, punctuated by the symphony of deep moans and worshipful 
gasps escaping from Mommy's wide-stretched mouth. Mounted on her back, Toby too was like 
an animal. 


Toby emitted stoic grunts, each one underscoring the raw intensity of the moment, his 
determination unyielding despite the whirlwind of sensations engulfing him. With each thrust, he 
propelled himself closer to the edge of ecstasy, the boundary between restraint and abandon 
growing ever thinner. 


In the dimly lit confines of Toby's juvenile bedroom, shadows danced across the walls, casting 
fleeting silhouettes of the taboo act unfolding within. The air was heavy then with the scent of 
sweat and desire, mingling with the soft rustle of fabric and the rhythmic creak of the narrow 
single mattress-springs beneath them. 


Like a well-trained horse-doe Mommy was very responsive to his every tap, slap and caress. 


Her gasps, a blend of pleasure and trepidation. 


Shamanistic vocalizations and moans becoming more urgent as Toby's movements intensified. 


With each thrust, she surrendered a little more to the intoxicating pull of desire, all human 
inhibitions burned away in the fire of that moment. 


The room seemed to shrink around them, enclosing them in a cocoon of shared passion and 
forbidden longing. Shadows played across Mommy's face, her features contorting with a mixture 
of pleasure and uncertainty. Her eyes, once filled with shock, now glimmered with a newfound 
sense of animal abandon, betraying the deepest depths of her unreasoning arousal. 


Toby, lost in the throes of his ultimate triumph, focused solely on the primal rhythm of their 
bodies ramming against each other. 


His hands gripped Mommy's hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh, guiding her movements 
with instinctual precision. Every violence, every curse, each caress, was a testament to the 
power of their shared goal, driving them further and further into the white-hot and welcome hell 
of ecstasy. 

His hands squeezed and rewarded, or slapped and punished as needed, eliciting gasps and 
moans of betrayed obedience's, or lip-biting delectable affirmations from Mommy's wanton 


mouth. 


Inside each thrust, he felt a building fire, and was lost to the intoxication of seizing the dominant 
position over the most perfect female, as he had always dreamed of. 


With a climactic low growl, Toby came hard inside Mommy, gallons of his seed filling up her 
insides. 


Mommy shuddered in the rapture of total submission. 


Toby straightened, throwing his head back and continued to pump into her, prolonging his 
ultimate triumph. 


Mommy stayed on all fours, patiently, obediently arching her wide womanly ass farther and 
more sincerely than before. 


But, Toby had completed. 
He pulled out of his bitch and collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweating. 


Mommy's heart raced at the successful completion. She wondered how long she was required 
to remain in the all-fours position. 


Then Toby's hand trailed down her haunch, shivers if gratitude ran across her bare skin. 


A surge of accomplishment pulsed through her mingled with a quick drop of guilt. She was 
drunk on a cocktail of rare emotions. 


Toby's touches were gentle now but they still commanded her actions. 
His fingers, tracing patterns on her bare skin meant ‘lie down on the bed with me.’ 


Mommy finally felt love, acceptance, intimacy, liberation, and an undeniable confirmation of her 
ongoing, never-ending desirability. 


With each caress, Mommy felt herself slipping further into a state of espousal, her better 
judgment wearing away in the face of Toby's charms. 


They were 'right' together, and surely they had just proven as much. 


Sensing his permission, she lay on top of him. As their bodies intertwined in the dimly lit room, 
time seemed to stand still, the outside world fading into obscurity. All that mattered was the 
connection between them. 


Toby's lips suddenly found hers again, she tried to gasp, but she was trapped. Their kisses 
reigniting a firestorm of passion that consumed them both. In that moment, nothing else existed 
except the heady blend of pleasure and pain that bound her to her own son and his angry cock. 


As the night wore on, their lovemaking grew frenzied again, the fact that the boy wouldn't stop 
drove her even closer to that true, promised ecstasy. In the throes of his passion, she 
surrendered, lost to sensation, she even whispered the promises and self-recriminations that 
her son wanted most of all. 


After round two, Mommy lay spent and breathless in Toby's arms, her womb overflowing with 
exultation and guilt. She had finally tasted the forbidden again, and again she was left in the 
aftermath of her actions. And, as it always was, she strongly felt that she had not done what she 
did. Someone else must have done it. 

She could not be the one to blame, surely. 


At this assertion, a building wave of panic started rising within Mommy. 


As she lay there, barely enough room for her on the too-narrow bed, her mind was like a dam 
before the oncoming tsunami of questions and doubts. 


What had she done? How could she have allowed herself to be swept away by the demands of 
a crazy teenage boy? What would people say? They wouldn't approve, would they? 


Then Toby stirred beside her in pre-sleep, his eyes fluttering then closing again as he stretched 
lazily. Mommy curled up next to him, reaching for one of the cigarettes he kept above his 
headboard, apparently just for her. Was he so sure of her visits? Her fingers trembled slightly. 


"Did you... cum inside?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. Toby's falling asleep 
replied dismissively, "Yeah, two or three times, and | don't want you to 'do anything’ about it, 
either." 


Sensing the need for a change of subject, Mommy threw her hair back seductively and asked, 
"So, honey, tell me, am | as pretty as Lana Turner?" 


Toby peeked out under the curtain of his heavy eye-lids, "of course, Mommy. You're much 
prettier than her. You're the hottest woman Edgeville has ever seen." 


Mommy playfully slapped her hand against his muscular bicep, then, steadying her trembling 
hand he lit her up with a secret lighter. She narrowed her eyes as she looked away and inhaled 


the smokey concoction. 


"Toby, you're not going to fall asleep, are you?" she asked him expectantly. But Toby had 
already drifted into REM sleep, leaving her alone with her thoughts. 


As she lay there in the silence, the events of the night replayed themselves over and over in her 
mind. A hotter sense of shame washed over her then, and she whispered to herself, "Brooksie, 
Brooksie, what are you thinking, girl?" 

The next morning's conversation left strife in it's wake. 

"Well, you had your share of fun last night," Mommy sighed, breaking the morning silence as his 
eyes fluttered open. 

"I've got a list," Toby replied croaked, needing a drink of water which he was not going to get. 


Mommy hesitated before continuing, "I need to talk to you." 


Toby's bloodshot eyes snapped fully awake. He tried to read her face, but she was partially 
turned away. 


“| like the way you treat me, Toby, the way you talk to me, | really do. Most men ask me what 
gifts they should bring me. They babble on and on, as if | should be the one to spell it out for 
them. You have never been reduced to that, not even once. So, I'm willing to do my part. I'm 
going to give you a chance.” 


Toby felt trapped, realizing he had failed to make any plans beyond last night. 


“We will need at least two live-in girls, get rid of that old automobile and find us one of those new 
models, not the garish ones, but something reliable, clean and roomy," Mommy continued, her 
tone businesslike. "The house needs to be redone, there was never enough room and it's not 
the forties anymore. We need a pool house, stalls for the outdoor showers, and we should have 
an outdoor bar with stools and a counter and running water. This isn't Russia. Walking out there 
and seeing the pool by itself, like a puddle in the ground, it's embarrassing.” 

Toby listened and sat up but was otherwise unmoving as his mother laid out her plans. 


Mommy accepted another one of Toby's cigarettes but didn't light it, holding it between her 
fingers thoughtfully. 


"How much money do you have in the bank?" she asked, her tone serious. 

“What does that matter?” Toby responded defensively. 

“It matters. | need to know if you can provide for us. Really,” Mommy insisted. 

“I'll have plenty of money someday. Just trust me,” Toby replied, his confidence waning. 

“I trust you, Toby. But you know what they say: trust but verify.” 

“Oh, yeah? What else do you want to 'verify?” Toby retorted, getting hot under the collar. 
“What are your future prospects, Toby?” Mommy pressed, and, sensing the upper hand, she 
looked at him dramatically, like in a soap opera, and her gaze could only be described as 
unwavering. 

“I'm going run this town, Mommy. You'll see,” Toby replied more confidently. 

“I'm sure you will, Toby. I'm sure you will,” Mommy replied flatly. 

“Toby, can | ask you something?” Mommy asked. 

“Sure, Mommy. What is it?” Toby replied, wondering what pitfalls awaited him. 

“What are we doing? | mean, what is this?” Mommy's voice trembled slightly. 

“What do you mean?” Toby asked, confusion rising. 

“| mean, we can't possibly expect to keep this up. It's not right. The minute someone finds out...” 


Mommy's voice trailed off, her eyes filled with a thousand unspoken terrors. 
“What are you talking about?” Toby sat up, his expression serious. 


“| mean, | can't keep sneaking into your room like some teenager. It's not fair to either of us,” 
Mommy explained, her frustration making her tone unpleasant to hear. 


“What's not fair is that you keep leading me on with your hot body and your tight mommy 
clothes, and the way you act, and then pretending like this is all my fault,” Toby retorted angrily. 


Mommy let out a weary sigh, her shoulders slumping slightly. "Toby, I'm not trying to lead you 
on. | let you have my pussy last night, but let that be the end of it. | just don't know what else 
you expect me to do," she admitted, her words heavy with resignation. 


Toby's insecurities began to dissipate, replaced by fraught determination. "Look, | know this is all 
brand new, but | can make this work," he promised her, reaching out and grabbing her forearm 


tightly. 


Shaking her head softly, Mommy replied, "I don't Know, Toby. | just don't know," her voice flat 
and unreadable. 


Squeezing her arm harder, Toby insisted, "Just give me a little time and I'll prove it to you. You'll 
see." 


Mommy gazed at him, her expression blank. "Okay, Toby. Okay," 


They both lie back down on his narrow single bed, in his disheveled juvenile bedroom, their 
bodies close together. 


Edgeville the Novelization 
Chapter2 THAT MEMPHIS SOUND :: 


The town square basked under the midday sun, its cobblestone pathways bustling, people 
coming and going, yet beneath the facade, a palpable unease lingered in the air like unwanted 
and invasive shared memory. 


At the heart of the square, a public address siren mounted outside a weathered brick television 
emporium blared the day's headlines, its wail blending seamlessly with the hurried footsteps and 
murmured conversations of passersby. 


The reporter's voice echoed through the square, her words thick with practiced gravitas. 


"...In other news, there have been a string of disappearances in the town of Edgeville. Police 
have yet to find any leads or suspects. . ." 


Toby wove his own way, trying to ford the bustling currents. He stopped. His eyes momentarily 
captivated by the flickering images dancing across the screens beyond the threshold of the 
emporium's open doorway. 


However, his attention soon wore out, and his focus shifted to more immediate concerns. 


A modest hot-dog stand was tucked away into a corner of the square. One would never find it 
unless one already knew it was there. One could probably follow the aroma of sizzling meat and 
toasted buns wafting through the air, or one could just follow a boy as hungry-looking as Toby 
Brooks. 


Toby halted before the stand, his eyes fixed on the assortment of condiments neatly arranged in 
rows. With a casual air, he placed an order, his voice betraying none of that morning's tension 


which were still simmering beneath the surface. 


The hotdog vendor, a weathered man with a grizzled demeanor, regarded Toby with the amiable 
curiosity of a failed, but well-meaning uncle. 


"Ya hear about 'dem disappearances, Toby?" he inquired, his lite despite the topic. 


Toby's response was nonchalant, a mere brush-off of the unsettling news that had gripped the 
town. 


"Yeah, | heard," he admitted, his attention already drifting elsewhere. 


The hotdog vendor shook his head solemnly, "It's a damn shame. Hope they find whomsoever is 
responsible," he murmured, his words trailing off into the bustling din of the square as another 
customer approached. 


With a small nod, Toby accepted his order from the vendor's assistant. Taking a bite of his 
hot-dog, he turned away from the stand and disappeared into the crowd, leaving behind the 
mood of uncertainty that hung over everyone. Toby had his own mood today. 


With the morning conversation and the resulting emergency hotdog run behind him, Toby sat 
again in his bedroom. It was bathed by a soft glow of daylight streaming through the window, 
casting gentle shadows across the familiar space. 


Posters adorned the walls, bearing witness to the passing interests and ongoing passions of its 
inhabitant. Toby sprawled on his bed, his brow furrowed in concentration as he perused the 
newspaper spread out before him, absorbing every detail of the help wanted section with keen 
interest. 


The door creaked open, and Mike, Toby's partner-in-crime from the previous mission: ‘operation 
lights out,’ entered the room, his presence disrupting Toby's solitary machinations. 


"Hey, have you heard about all these disappearances, man?" Mike's voice held consternation 
and worries, worries that he wanted validated. He approached Toby. 


Toby glanced up from the newspaper, he was about to become slightly annoyed, but Mike had 
long been one of the only people who was able to put up with him for more than a week at a 
time. "Yeah, | heard," he replied casually. 


But Mike wasn't so easy going. He paced the room as he built himself up to something. Finally 
he had his pitch right, at least in his mind. "It's kinda weird, don't you think? People don't just 
disappear." 


Toby's attention was already drifting back to a very serendipitous 'make your fortune in the 
Yukon territory’ announcement right-smack in the middle of the help wanted ads. "I'm sure the 
cops will figure it out," he remarked, his tone lacking conviction. 


But Mike was undeterred. "What if they don't, though? What if it's up to us to solve it?" he 
proposed, his voice tinged with urgency. 


Toby regarded his friend with a mixture of skepticism and intrigue, his curiosity piqued by the 
suggestion. "Okay. What are you talking about?" he inquired, changing position and sitting up 
slightly. 


Mike's eyes gleamed with determination as he outlined his proposal, his words brimming with 
youthful idealism. "| mean, we're smart guys. We could figure it out," he suggested optimistically. 


Toby's interest was piqued, his initial skepticism giving way to a growing sense of possibility. 


"Huh, let's say we do figure it out. What then?" he asked logically. Mike's enthusiasm was 
contagious as he painted a picture of their potential success, his words igniting a spark of 
ambition within Toby's mind. "We'll be heroes, man. People will look up to us. Maybe even get 
some kind of reward," he exclaimed, his voice filled with excitement. 


Toby's imagination soared at the prospect, his thoughts consumed by visions of acclaim and 
admiration. 


"Yeah. People will be impressed if we pull off something as crazy as this, won't they? Really 
impressed," he agreed, a smile playing at the corners of his lips. 


As the two friends contemplated the possibilities that lay before them, the room hummed with 
the excitement of newfound purpose, they began hurriedly planning their journey into the 
unknown. 


The small city park adjacent to the library was a serene oasis in the heart of the bustling town, 
its manicured lawns and winding brick paths offering a tranquil escape from the chaos of 
everyday life. Toby and Mike arrived, their footsteps mute against the bricks and grass as they 
surveyed the surroundings with the eyes of two seasoned detectives. The sun beat down upon 
them, casting long shadows across the verdant landscape as they searched for any sign of the 
missing girl. 


"So, you're sure this is where a girl went missing? | don't see anything. Did she just vanish into 
thin air?" Toby remarked, his voice hot and quick with frustration as they combed the area for 
clues. 


Mike nodded, his brow furrowed in concentration. "Yeah, I'm sure. Keep looking. There has to 
be something here," he urged, his eyes scanning the park for any hint of unusual activity. 


Despite their efforts, their expert forensics yielded no results, leaving them disheartened and 
weary. They retreated to a nearby bench, seeking respite from the oppressive heat as they 
pondered their next move. 


"This isn't getting us anywhere,” Toby lamented, his malaise really bringing down the mood as 
he slumped onto the park bench. 


Mike sighed, his gaze fixed on the ground as he wrestled with their predicament. "But we can't 
give up. Remember, we owe it to him to the families to find out what happened," he reminded 
Toby, his voice uncharacteristically somber. 


Toby nodded in agreement. "Right. Let's think this through, then. What else do we know?" he 
asked, grasping at straws. 


Mike pondered the question for a moment before offering his insights. "Well, we know the other 
disappearances happened in different places. Maybe there's a pattern," he suggested. 


Toby wondered if there might be a pattern, and his brow furrowed with concentration. "Yeah, but 
what's the pattern? It's not like the missing people had anything in common," he mused, his 
mind grappling with the elusive nature of their investigation. 

"Maybe they did. We just haven't figured it out yet," Mike proposed optimistically, his eyes alight 
as he refused to give up hope. “Two women went missing in that long alley that leads from Town 
hall to the diner. Little Suzy Apples and another girl went missing from here in the park.” 


"Suzy is missing?" asked Toby, his expression cold as he stared into the distance. 


“Yeah,” Mike shrugged, looking over at his friend like a hung-faced-dog. “I thought you already 
knew.” 


"No. | didn't know," said Toby, nodding as if tuning into a broadcast. "Well," he said, slapping his 
knee hard, "let's go." 


“Where to?” asked Mike before getting his feet under him and following the shorter, angrier boy. 
The quaint jingle of a bell announced Toby and Mike's arrival as they pushed open the creaky 
door of Edgeville's small-town General Store. 


Young Schaffer, a scrawny boy around their age, stood behind the counter, his attention focused 
on restocking shelves. 


"Hey Schaffer, how's it going?" Toby greeted the boy warmly, his voice filled with camaraderie. 


Young Schaffer glanced over, a flicker of apprehension crossing his features as he replied, "Oh, 
hi guys. Not bad, just working." 


Mike leaned against the counter, full detective-mode engaged, as he inquired, "Anything 
interesting happening around here lately?" 


A hint of nervousness crept into Young Schaffer's voice as he lowered his tone, his words laced 
with uncertainty. "Well, there have been a few disappearances," he admitted reluctantly, casting 
a wary glance around the store. 


Toby couldn't help but react with sarcasm at Young Schaffer's ground-breaking news. 
"You don't say," he remarked dryly. 


Young Schaffer didn't catch the sarcasm, but nodded instead, his gaze darting nervously 
between Toby and Mike. "Yeah, a few people have gone missing in the past week. It's been all 
over the news," he confirmed, his voice barely above a whisper. 


Sensing a rare opportunity, Toby turned to Mike with a knowing glance. "Let's check the radio, 
see if there's any new updates," he suggested, his eyes gleaming with curiosity. 


The general store had been turned into an emergency radio hub after the war, the antenna on 
the roof was like a miniature Eiffel-tower. And the radio itself was welded to the floor. It looked 
and acted more like a boiler or a squat refrigeration unit than a radio. Underneath it's smooth, 
cool, ceramic interior it's guts were filled with wiring, a labyrinth of circuits and the kind of 
industrial cobalt-core vacuum tubes they didn't make anymore. At the top, like the head and 
face of a friendly robot, was an iron hump with fist-sized dials like a bank vault-door, and 
multi-band displays for frequency, voltage, and range. 


Mike missed out on Toby's mischievous desire to get his grubby mitts on the powerful, 
custom-built radio, but nodded along in agreement, focused solely on the prospect of 
uncovering new leads. 


Turning back to Young Schaffer, Toby flashed that charming smile. "So, can we use the radio for 
a bit?" he asked, his tone coaxing and persuasive. 


Young Schaffer hesitated for a moment, his eyes deeply uncertain. "I don't know if Mr. Genstor 
would like that," he replied nervously, his eyes darting towards the back of the store. 


Toby's smile widened, his charm working its magic as he reassured the hesitant boy. "Oh, come 
on, Schaffer. We won't tell anyone," he cajoled. 


Young Schaffer relented with a reluctant sigh, his resolve weakening in the face of Toby's 
persistence. "Okay, but you gotta be quick," he agreed, stepping aside to allow Toby and Mike 


access to the radio behind the counter. 


Toby wasted no time in fiddling with the dials, his fingers deftly navigating the controls until he 
found a station playing the blues. And, not just any blues, the sound. 


Toby couldn't help but grin at the sight of Young Schaffer's amazed expression. 


"Holy hooters! Is that Memphis? You got a station all the way from Memphis?" Young Schaffer 
exclaimed, his eyes widening in awe. 


Toby chuckled at their shared enthusiasm, nodding in confirmation. "Yeah, we sure did." 
Mike tapped Toby on the shoulder, indicating his desire to take over. With a nod of agreement, 
Toby stepped aside, and Mike took his place, resting his head on top of the blue beast of a 


radio. 


For a moment, the sound was lost, then the full signal kicked back in. Bass. Treble. Memphis. 
The Sound. 


Toby started slapping a hand against his thigh to the soulful rhythm. 

He nudged Mike to get him in on the action. 

Soon they both started swaying to the music, lost in their own world. 

Young Schaffer watched them with envy, wishing he could be 'in with them’. 


As if the great serpent had somehow heard his once-in-a-lifetime plea, and took divine mercy 
upon him Mike suddenly spouted, “Hey Schaffer, don't miss the train!” 


But Young Schaffer had halted himself in his shock at being invited. “ Me?” he sputtered in 
surprise. 


Mike nodded, “yeah, come on boy!” 

Young Schaffer couldn't believe his luck. 

He quickly joined in, swaying to the music with the other two boys. 
One song eventually had to give way to another. 


Soon, the Memphis DJ performed her hourly check in, Toby and Mike snapped out of their 
trance. 


But for a moment, the music had transported them to another world, their cares forgotten as 
they swayed to the soulful rhythm. Even Young Schaffer had been swept up by the allure and 
promise of the music. He had joined in with the two boys, and they had all danced behind the 
counter. 


Mike flashed a grateful smile at Young Schaffer as they prepared to depart. "Thanks for letting 
us use the radio, 'Schaffe.' Looks like no luck on the news station coming in," he remarked, his 
tone friendly and appreciative. 


Young Schaffer beamed from ear to ear, his eyes alight with pleasure. "Anytime, guys," he 
replied warmly, his shy enthusiasm overflowing. 


Toby nodded in acknowledgment as well, "Alright, we gotta go. See you later, Schaffer,” before 
turning to join Mike. 

As they made their way deeper into the store, Toby and Mike moved with purpose, across the 
linoleum floors as they navigated the narrow aisles, crowded with hardy foodstuffs and 
gardening tools. Young Schaffer watched them go, the rhythm of Memphis trailing behind them, 
a wistful expression on his face as he continued to hum to the memory of the music. 


"| didn't know you liked good music, Toby," Mike remarked teasingly as they walked, his tone 
light-hearted. 


Toby halted abruptly, his serious demeanor contrasting sharply with Mike's playful banter. "Hey. 
Just because I'm a bad guy, doesn't mean I'm a bad guy," he replied with a no-nonsense finality. 


There were few clues in the dimly lit confines at the back of the general store. Near the smoked 
bacon racks, Toby and Mike found themselves eavesdropping on a conversation between Mr. 


Genstor, the store owner, and a concerned customer. 


The air was thick with tension as they approached the edge of the aisle close enough to hear 
but not close enough to trigger alarms. 


Toby held a finger to his lips, urging Mike to silence as they strained to listen to the exchange. 


"| tell you, those police have their facts confused," Mr. Genstor asserted as he addressed the 
customer. 


The customer's disbelief was palpable as he responded, "What do you mean?" 


"They think those disappearances are the work of some kind of monster," Mr. Genstor 
explained, his words dripping with skepticism. 


"Monster?" Mike whispered incredulously to Toby, his eyes wide with alarm. 


Toby nodded, his gaze fixed on the narrow gap between the shelves as they continued to listen 
and watch intently. 


The customer repeated. "A monster." 


Mr. Genstor scoffed at the notion, dismissing it as he remarked, "That's what they say. But | 
think it's just some sicko playing a sick joke." 


"Sick joke?" Toby wondered, his brow furrowed. 


Mike considered the possibility, his expression grave as he whispered back, "Maybe they're 
right. Maybe it is a monster." 


Toby shook his head adamantly, both rejecting the notion and warning Mike to shut it. "Nah, it's 
probably just some weirdo," he countered, his voice filled with conviction. 


As Mr. Genstor and the customer seemed to be wrapping up, Toby and Mike exchanged wary 
glances, wondering if it was time to exit. 


"| just hope they catch whomsoever might be responsible, and soon," Mr. Genstor sighed 
wearily, signaling that he had given up on the conversation and the customer. 


But the customer was building up to something, "It's not safe around here anymore. I've been 
hearing noises again..." 


"Noises?" Mr. Genstor repeated, glancing around for any likely busy work. 


"NOISES. You know... noises. Out at the old abandoned bus depot again." The customer 
seemed determined to work himself into hysterics. 


There was nothing for it, so Mr. Genstor nodded slowly and tried to steer the subject . "If it 
comes down to it, I'm sure the State Defense Force will do something. This is still Edgeville after 
all, not South L.A.," 


Mr. Genstor threw a bar-towel over his shoulder and started humming to himself. He turned his 
back on the customer, pretending he had to tweak the position of every single beer bottle in the 
standing cooler. 


With a final glance at each other, Toby and Mike silently agreed on their next course of action. 
"We need to check out the bus depot that lunatic was talking about," Toby declared sagaciously. 


Mike nodded in agreement, glad he had thought to recruit someone as resourceful as his friend 
Toby, "Right." 


The abandoned bus depot stood as a relic of bygone days, its weathered exterior bearing the 
scars of neglect and time. Toby and Mike, their bicycles parked haphazardly outside the 
building, approached cautiously, their expressions a mixture of trepidation and determination. 
Painted words of warning and threats marred the exterior walls, vibrant splashes of color 


against the backdrop of decaying concrete, Broken windows allowed slivers of light to penetrate 
the gloom within. 


"Welcome home. Take your coat off." Mike muttered sarcastically, as he surveyed the desolate 
surroundings. 


Toby nodded in silent agreement, his eyes scanning the dilapidated structure. "| know, but I'm 
telling you | think that lunatic from the General Store was probably on to something. | can feel it 
in my bones," he replied. 

In unison, the boys took a deep breath, steeling themselves like SCUBA divers, before plunging 
through the shattered doorway. The interior greeted them with stale air and a blanket of 


cobwebs, the floor strewn with debris from years of neglect. 


"Let's split up. We'll cover more ground that way," Toby suggested in a hushed tone, his 
confidence unwavering. 


Mike's panic was palpable as he recoiled at the idea. "Are you nuts?" he exclaimed, his voice a 
whisper of disbelief. 


"Pshaw, you've known that since forever," Toby retorted, already turning away to pursue his own 
path. 


Reluctantly, Mike let go of his friend. Then he began, slowly, carefully venturing into a different 
section of the depot; his senses on high alert, taking absolutely no movement for granted as he 
navigated the endless, stretching corridors. 

But, as Mike ventured deeper into the shadows, the oxygen got thinner. Strange noises echoed 
in the distance, sending shivers down his spine as he strained to discern their origin. Suddenly, 
a loud thud and a muffled grunt shattered the silence, jolting him into action. 

“Toby!” Mike cried out in a scrambling, panic-stricken frenzy. “Toby!" 

He rushed towards the source of the commotion. 

Turning a corner, his worst fears were realized. 

He beheld Toby unconscious. 


Lying on the ground, a limp figure on the dirty, tiled floor of what was once the main concourse. 


"Toby! Can you hear me?" Mike's voice trembled with urgency as he knelt beside his friend, 
frantically checking for signs of life. 


Weak but still breathing, Toby stirred, his eyelids fluttering as consciousness flickered back to 
him. 


"We need to get out of here, now!" Mike urged, his voice strained with fear as he hoisted Toby's 
limp form onto his shoulders. 


As they stumbled towards the exit, the sound of car doors slamming reverberated through the 
air, sending a chill down Mike's spine. 


"Who's out there?" Mike yelled, trying to scare off any hostiles. 
“Who hit you?” Mike quickly asked in a loud whisper as the two friends limped along. 


Toby, still groggy from his ordeal, struggled to make sense of the situation. "Beats me, looked 
like four out-of-work circus performers," he mumbled, his words slurred with confusion. 


Before getting to the exit and completely breaking from Mike's sense of immediate urgency, 
Toby insisted on hobbling over to a broken window. Peering out they both caught a glimpse of 
four men fleeing the scene in a Ford Model T. 


"That's them. Let's go," Toby declared, his resolve unwavering despite getting clobbered in the 
dark. 


Mike, cold reality etched across his features, knew things had gotten out of hand. "Let's roust up 
the rest of the gang first. | don't like this at all," he urged his friend, his voice a loud whisper of 
apprehension. 


But Toby was already moving, his wild drive propelling him forward. "No time for that," he replied 
tersely, his eyes fixed on the uncertain horizon as they made their exit. 


Toby and Mike rode their bicycles with reckless abandon, their speeds unyielding and unsafe as 
they pursued the cloud of smoke billowing from the Model-T ahead. 


The realization dawned upon Mike that they were plunging headlong into perilous territory. 


If Mike had not spent those years watching the others from his position as goalie, he would have 
hit the brakes then and there. 


But, Mike was cursed with a steadfast and reliable memory, and, as he rose into sprinting 
position on his bike he remembered: Toby, covered in blood, mud, scrapes, scratches, bruises, 
and grass stains, 'not one of them will touch you', he would say to Mike. Not quite in the same 
way, nor as often as he said things like that to Colleen, but still, he meant it. 


‘you're too handsome to take a hit, stay behind me until we make it up to the line.’ Mike 
remembered Toby shouting that to Johnny over the din of the crowd and the encroaching grunts 
of their endless opponents. Johnny lived in the graveyard now, and that had never sat right with 
Toby. They had all had something special, Toby, Colleen, Johnny Apples, all of them. 


Mike didn't, except for this: Mike knew what was going to happen as soon as Toby Brooks 
caught up with this scumbag. Guy was going to wish he had never been born. 


Faster and faster the road down the hills and into town. They rode till Mike's thighs and lungs 
burned. 


He looked ahead at Toby's bike to see how the other boy was doing, but Toby was too far into 
seek-and-destroy mode by then. 


As they raced through the town's streets, Toby and Mike became fleeting figures amidst the 
vibrant tapestry of daily life. A group of children playing basketball paused to jeer 
good-naturedly at the spectacle of their pursuit, the boys reciprocating with exuberant waves 
from their speeding bikes. Past familiar landmarks they flew, the town square a fleeting blur as 
they pedaled furiously in pursuit of their quarry. 


Pedaling with all their might, Toby and Mike strained to keep pace with the elusive Model-T, its 
comically exaggerated form a beacon of their pursuit. Along the way, they passed by a group of 
oldsters engaged in a leisurely game of checkers. 


“Look at those boys go! Must be another fight, | reckon.” yelled one. 


“Always in SUCH the rush.” lamented another. 


The Laundry Works stood as a testament to post-war industrial stubbornness. A sprawling 
complex nestled within a wooded industrial park, removed from the bustling streets of the town 
proper. As Toby and Mike approached, they beheld the imposing complex. The exterior of the 
laundry works, weathered by time and use, sat squat but sprawling against the backdrop of the 
dense forest beyond. Tall smokestacks towered from certain sections, billowing plumes of steam 
into the sky, while the rhythmic hum of machinery echoed in the air. 


The building itself was a maze of interconnected structures, with rows of windows lining the 
weathered and stained stucco facade. Rusty pipes snaked along the exterior walls, their outer 
surfaces corroded from years of exposure to the elements. A faded sign above the entrance 
bore the name of the establishment, its once-bold letters now faded and peeling. 


As Toby and Mike cautiously observed from a distance, they witnessed the arrival of the four 
circus gang criminals. With a screech of tires, the Model-T careened into the gravel parking lot 
behind the building, its engine sputtering to a halt. The criminals, each wearing threadbare suits 


and hats pulled low over their faces, hastily exited the vehicle. One of them, notably larger than 
the rest, lumbered behind the others with a menacing presence. 


With practiced efficiency, the criminals maneuvered a row of trash cans to conceal their vehicle 
from view, creating a makeshift barrier that shielded their actions from prying eyes. Then, with 
furtive glances cast over their shoulders, they scurried towards a side entrance of the laundry 
works, disappearing inside. 


Toby and Mike, hidden behind the last clump of trees, watched as the criminals vanished from 
sight. 


Though they couldn't make out the finer details from their vantage point, the sight of the four 
men, with one towering above the rest, filled them with a sense of unease. With their hearts 
pounding in their chests, they knew they were on the brink of uncovering a world far more 
sinister than they had imagined. 


Toby and Mike hesitated momentarily before selecting what looked like the closest main 
entrance. They took a deep breath, hustled over and ventured inside. For an instant, they were 
blind, their senses unready for the clandestine inky dark of the branching chaotic hallways 
folding and unfolding within. 

Wanting to catch their breath, they tried to stalk their way along. 

A legitimate employee burst out of nowhere and Toby nearly yelled at the poor man. They 
followed the only course that they thought could lead them to an intersect point with the quarry 
they were pursuing. 

Their hearts were pounding after that bike chase. 

They needed a real cool-down, not more action. 

But Toby pushed himself and Mike followed after him. 

Under the dimly green glow of eerie light bulbs which cast long shadows all through this section 
of the labyrinthine corridors of the Laundry Works, they did their best to continue the chase 


without raising alarms. 


They pushed their way through an opening covered from ceiling to floor with a thick, opaque 
plastic tarp, its once-transparent surface now clouded with age and grime. 


They were met with an unexpected sight. 


To everyone's mutual surprise, three of the men they had been tracking were seated in the dimly 
lit space, their forms illuminated by the faint glow of overhead lights. Seated on plastic lawn 
chairs with wooden crates for tables, the men exuded an air of nonchalance. 


As if a distant ghost had just walked over their graves, a shiver ran down the boys' spines. 


Two of the men were seated around one crate, already eating the scattered but carefully 
presented foods. 


A third had a solitaire game laid out on a handkerchief on a further crate. 


The oldest man, who was one of those whose meal had just been interrupted, said, “Grand.. 
Central Station... or... What?” in a Slavic accent. 


For a fleeting moment, Toby and Mike froze in place, their minds racing with the sudden 
realization that they had stumbled upon their targets sooner than expected. 


Pulsing panic threatened to overwhelm them as they readied themselves to bolt. 
Before they could act, the unseen fourth man, the largest of the group and clad in a tweed suit, 
emerged from the shadows. With a swift and practiced motion, he seized Toby and Mike by the 


scruff of their shirts, lifting them effortlessly from the ground like rabbits caught in a trap. 


Mike, his sense of righteous outrage overcoming his fear, piped up first. "Let us go, you 
crumb-bums!" he demanded, his voice ringing out defiantly in the makeshift hide-out. 


The wisest criminal laughed. 


“Crumb-bums? Crumb-bums. | like that. You boys have spunk.” he offered, placing down his 
cutlery and giving the boys his polite attention. 


Less so the strong-man criminal, “what are you two doing here?” he questioned them with a little 
shake for good measure. His voice was as deep as the sea and the boys felt an unwelcome 
reverberation in their chests. 


Toby, starting to put some things together tried to open with, “Well, you see-” 


But Mike was way ahead of him, shouting, “We know what you're up to! You're the ones 
responsible for the disappearances in Edgeville.” 


The oldest criminal laughed, amused by their bravado. 


Then he leaned back in the plastic chair and clicked his tongue, “You boys are a little out of your 
depth, don't you think?” he observed. 


Mike shouted again, “No! You're kidnapping people and taking them to some secret location. But 
we won't let you get away with it.” 


The solitaire playing criminal in the corner grumbled that now they would have to bother their 
employer for no good reason, but just to report that some kids had followed them to their 
hideout. 


The wise criminal remained steady, “Not necessarily. | want to hear from the quiet one. Why are 
you here?” he asks Toby. Toby considered his options, then answered the wise criminal, “You 
conked me over the head back at the bus depot. | woke up for a second there and saw you four 
jack-asses running away.” 


The solitaire playing criminal in the corner scoffed at this accusation. 

The wise criminal tried to smooth things over, “That was... not us. It may have seemed to be 
us, because we came right after and scared away the one who did 'conk you’. | think, if we had 
not come along. Maybe you would have been the next to disappear while the police do nothing.” 
At the mention of police, the oldest criminal leaned to the side and spat on the ground. 

Mike felt a wave of embarrassment about accusing the four clownish criminals of being 
child-stealing culprits. He had accused them very, very loudly. And now it was starting to look 


like he may have been mistaken. The wind was gone from his sails. 


It also occurred to him that, separate from the disappearances, this might not be a good 
situation either. 


Mike tried to check on Toby without letting on that he was doing it, but Toby seemed content to 
accept the present situation. 


Toby calculated that, though these were apparently neither the culprits, nor his attackers, they 
were still criminal's and might yet provide some insights. 


“You boys live here, you are from this town?” asked the wisest criminal. 

Toby, just to confirm the situation, reached back behind himself and gripped the strong-man 
criminal's wrist, trying to force the large man to let go of his shirt. Toby tested the man's pressure 
points, but to no avail. 


The boys looked at each other, and, seeing few other options, nodded once. 


The wise criminal pulled his black blazer more tightly around him, concealing the 
still-shabbier-clothes underneath. The man pressed on with his conversation, “Listen boys you 


ever hear of a Professor, an old academic. Who moved to this town? He might have been 
calling himself ‘Dandy’ or 'Tandy' or 'Tandlebelt.” 


“Tandlebolt?” Toby said simply. 


The wise criminal considered this well. “That sounds about right, that sounds about right. Now, 
what did old Tandlebolt do when he arrived in your handsome town. Anything to make the 
papers?” 


The chemical air was starting to burn the eyes and throats of the boys as the wise criminal 
settled into his role as the orchestrator of secrets. His weathered hand caressed his grizzled 
chin, eyes scanning one boy then the other. 


Shadows danced across the walls. 


With a perplexed furrow of his brow, he posed his query to the wary Toby, whose gaze remained 
resolute despite the palpable air of uncertainty. 


"I won't tell you. Not unless you give us something in exchange," Toby retorted, his voice a 
steadfast shield against the probing inquiries of the wise criminal. 


A bemused smile flickered across the lips of the wise criminal, a flicker of amusement betraying 
the depth of his cunning as he pondered Toby's demand. "Well well. Well well. ‘What is it you 
seek from us, oh, great Columbus?" he mused, his words dripping with a sly charm reminiscent 
of a bygone era. 


Yet Toby, undeterred by the veiled threat of violence, pressed on with his own line of 
questioning. "Do you guys have any information on the recent disappearances in the town? Or, 
did you get a good look at who hit me?" he inquired. 


The wise criminal, reclining nonchalantly in his plastic lawn chair, rocked gently back and forth 
as he recounted the events of that fateful night. "Not really kid, | apologize," he confessed, his 
voice a low murmur tinged with apologies. "We only saw the back of him. We only came 
because we thought someone was after the cash-stash we hole away at the bus station." 


A sudden shift in atmosphere seized the room as the oldest criminal, his words laced with the 
weight of experience, interjected with a solemn revelation. 

"Viper Rossi," he declared, his Slavic accent thickening with each syllable. "The one with a 
scar down his jaw. The one who... went crazy when the policemen catch him. Absolutely crazy." 


The wise criminal shook his head in disbelief, “No, no, why should it be him all of a sudden? 
Here? even if he somehow got out of prison?” 


But the oldest criminal slumped down in his chair and explained, “I see him. In the town. 
Looking at his reflection in the bookstore window and talking to himself. | pray he wouldn't find 
me out. But he turns... and looks right at my face! | tell you, | was sick with fright. |, who survived 
prison and all of it. Sick with that sick fright. 

‘Viper’ Rossi is not like us. 


He is not a man.” 


The gravity of the oldest criminal's words resonated against the walls as Toby blinked his 
stinging eyes. 


They had a name and a description of the culprit. 

A moment of silence and meditation was shared by all. 

"Tandlebolt was in the papers because he bought the old Willow's residence which nobody ever 
wanted," Toby divulged, his voice steady. "As far as | know, he is still over there. You should be 
able to go catch him." 

A glimmer of good fortune flickered in the wise criminal's eyes as he regarded Toby and Mike 
with newfound respect. "You boys have a way about you. | like that," he conceded, his voice a 
gruff murmur softened by the warmth of camaraderie. "You're not like the rest of the kids in this 


town. Not soft. Put them down, Strong." 


The strong-man criminal put the boys down and proceeded to fluff their collars and deftly 
smooth out any wrinkles, as a former professional barber might have done. 


“We just want to help. We want to find out what's going on and put an end to it.” Offered Mike 
The wise criminal takes in the pair appreciatively, “Well then, you may have what it takes to 
become members of our little operation. But first, you need to swear to never go to the police... 
And you need to show us that you're willing to make sacrifices for the gang.” 

The boys looked at each other and nodded. 

“We swear.” Said Toby to the wise criminal. 

The wise criminal validated their verbal oath and motioned for them to come closer. 


“Then, let this be your initiation.” 


He delivered a swift punch to Toby's stomach, causing him to double over. 
Mike winced, watching his friend go through the ritual. 


The oldest criminal stepped forward and did the same to Mike. 


The boys were ushered out of the makeshift office by strong-man and solitaire, still reeling from 
the punches. 


As they exited the laundry works, Toby and Mike exchange a look. 


They knew they were in deep, but they finally had a real lead to follow. 


The once bustling downtown square seemed cold and bleak and empty under the cloak of night. 
Most of the missing people had vanished at night. 

Mike and Toby, two intrepid souls on a quest for justice, prowled the night time streets with all 
the expert methodology of a thousand dime-novel detectives, their senses keenly attuned and 
seeking the elusive suspect, Viper Rossi. 

"Do you think we missed him?" Mike asked, tired and ready to try again tomorrow. 

"| don't know. This is ridiculous. We're never going to find him." answered Toby. 

A ripple of concern creased Mike's brow, "I just hope he hasn't hurt anyone else." 

"We need to find him before the cops do so we can impress... everyone,” 


Toby declared sketchily. 


Mike lamented, "I know, | know. I just wish we had some update as to where he could have 
gone." 


Suddenly, a cacophony of commotion erupted from a nearby alleyway, shattering the veil of 
silence that enveloped the night. 


"Shh, did you hear that?" Toby's whisper was barely audible as they cautiously made their way 
towards the source of the disturbance. 


As they turned the corner to an alleyway, their eyes widened in horror at the scene unfolding 
before them—a group of menacing figures encircling a defenseless man, their intentions clear 
as day. 


"What's going on over there?" Mike wondered in alarm. 


"Let's go check it out," Toby urged, his curiosity driving them forward. 


The boys approached the group in the alley, their steps hurried, as they tried to get a better look 
at what's happening. As they got closer, they realized that the man on the ground was none 
other than Young Schaffer. Still in his same clerk's clothes from earlier; his form curled in agony, 
clutching at his stomach; on the unforgiving pavement. 

One of the men stood over Schaffer holding a knife. 


Two more formed a circle and were egging on the knife-wielding man. 


"Oh my god, they're going to kill Young Schaffer!" Mike's horrified exclamation hung in the air 
like a guillotine. 


Determined to intervene, Toby rallied his resolve. "Come on!" 
With a swiftness born of adrenaline, Mike and Toby rushed the men. 


"Let him go, assholes," Toby's voice boomed with unwavering conviction, his gaze measuring 
the assailants with a steely resolve. 


The instigator sneered in contempt, his laughter a chilling echo on a cold night. "And who do 
you think you are? Mighty Mouse?" 


"We're just trying to help. Let him go, and we'll leave peacefully," Mike interjected, his voice a 
beacon of reason amidst the chaos. 


But the instigator's laughter only grew louder. "You think you're tough, huh? Alright boys, let's 
show these kids what we do to people who mess with us." 


With weapons drawn and malice in their eyes, the assailants surged forward, their intent 


clear—to crush the defiant spirit of those who had dared to stand in their way. 


Mike and Toby sat on a bench, panting and sweating, with a few cuts and bruises on their arms 
and faces. They look relieved but also shaken from their fight. 


"| can't believe we did that," Mike's breathless admission hung in the air, a testament to the 
magnitude of their ordeal. 


Toby's pride swelled within him as he recounted their triumph, "Did you see me hit that one 
guy?" 


With a weary nod, Mike acknowledged the feat, then he voiced a word of caution, "Yeah, but we 
have to be more careful. Or we will end up dead before we ever even find Viper Rossi." 


Edgeville the Novelization 
Chapter3 Help Wanted 


The morning sun cast its golden glow upon the grand facade of Edgeville Academy, its towering 
columns and pristine lawns basking in the nostalgic charm of a newer, greater America. The air 
hummed with the joyous chatter of students, their laughter dancing in harmony with the gentle 
breeze that rustled the leaves of the ancient oaks that lined the campus. 


Inside the vice principal's office, a tense confrontation unfolded. Vice Principal Robinson, a man 
of dignified bearing, rose from behind his desk as the door creaked open to admit two 


stern-faced police officers, Officer Bones and Officer Wilco. 


The room, adorned with plaques and photographs commemorating past graduating classes, 
seemed to shrink in the presence of the dour lawmen. 


"Can I...help you gentlemen?" Robinson inquired, his voice measured and polite. 


"We're here to speak with two of your students, 'Michael Wanamaker’ and ‘Tobias Brooks’, 
Officer Bones stated bluntly. 


Robinson's brow furrowed in concern. "| see. What seems to be the problem?" 


"We understand that they were involved in a scuffle last night with a group of individuals," Officer 
Wilco explained, his tone grave. 


"Very well," Robinson nodded solemnly and pressed a button on his desk. "Miss Johnson, can 
you please send Michael and Tobias to my office?" 


As the minutes dragged on, an uneasy silence settled over the room until finally, the boys 
appeared. 


Mike's apprehension was palpable, while Toby's defiance burned brightly in his eyes. 
"Officers, these are the boys you requested," Robinson announced, gesturing towards the 
students. Officer Bones wasted no time. "Boys, we have reason to believe that you were 


involved in a real little scuffle last night. Can you tell us about it?" 


Mike hesitated before speaking. "Uh, yeah, we got into a fight with some guys who were 
attacking a kid. We were just trying to help him." 


Toby nodded in agreement. "Yeah, but we got away before anything bad happened." 


Officer Wilco exchanged a skeptical glance with his partner before pressing on. "Helping a ‘kid’, 
huh? Did this kid have a name?" 


“Young Schaffer. He was being attacked by a group of vigilantes,” explained Mike, attempting to 
be forthcoming. 


“Vigilantes?!” spat officer Bones, objecting to the characterization. 
“We're not really sure,” covered Toby. 
“And what were they doing to 'Schaffer'?” asked Officer Wilco. 


"They were beating him up pretty bad. We stepped in and scared them off," Mike explained, his 
voice already parched. 


"So, you saved his life?" Officer Bones inquired, his tone laced with suspicion. 

Mike shrugged modestly. "I guess you could say that." 

But the officers were not here to commend the boys for bravery. 

With a serious expression, Officer Wilco produced a photograph and slapped it onto the table. 
“This was shot in the alley this morning,” said Wilco. 

Both boys leaned in for a closer look at the crazy thing. A mysterious symbol. Crudely but 
competently painted onto a bricked surface was a serpent of monstrous proportions, coiled 
upon itself in an eternal embrace, its jaws locked firmly around its own tail. 

Toby shook his head adamantly. "No, sorry, I've never seen that before." 

Officer Bones leaned forward, his gaze intense. "You sure about that, son?" 


Toby met his gaze defiantly. "Why would | lie?" 


Officer Wilco's skepticism was evident. "Maybe because you're involved with this Oroboros 
group somehow. Or maybe you're trying to cover for someone who is." 


Mike stepped in, eager to set the record straight. "Hey, now hold on a minute. We're not 
involved with any Oroboros group. But we do know someone who might be." 


Toby shot Mike a warning look, but it was too late. The truth was out, and there was no going 
back. 
"Who's that?" Officer Bones demanded, his patience wearing thin. 


Mike hesitated, weighing his words carefully. "A guy we heard about last night. His name is 
‘Viper’ Rossi. He just got out of prison, where he was talking about some crazy stuff. He's been 
seen in town." 


Toby winced inwardly at Mike's overeager honesty. 


“What are you doing? You can't just go around talking to police, let alone giving away our best 
lead,” Toby whispered harshly to Mike. 


“I'm just trying to help! People are missing, Toby. And their families are worried sick,” Mike 
snapped back, his frayed nerves showing. 


"And what does this Rossi look like?" Officer Wilco asked. 

Mike described Rossi's appearance in detail, hoping to aid the investigation. “He's tall, about six 
foot, with dark hair and a scar on his left cheek. And he's got this tattoo of a snake on his neck.” 
He spoke earnestly, his gaze unwavering. 


“And you think he's the one responsible for these kidnappings?” asked Officer Bones skeptically. 


Mike nodded. “It's just a hunch, but it makes sense. He's new in town, and he sounds like the 
kind of guy who would do something like this.” 


"Well, we appreciate you trying to help, boys. But to be honest, we don't believe Rossi is in the 
area," Officer Wilco stated flatly, closing his notebook. 


“We've been looking for him all morning. Haven't found a trace,” added Officer Bones, standing 
up from the table. 


“Sounds like a lot of work. You two must be exhausted,” Toby remarked sarcastically. 


“We're doing everything we can, son. But we need to have all the facts, and right now, we don't 
have anything,” said Officer Wilco, calmly relying on the tried-and-true stock answer of his trade. 


Mike stood up, like he had just been granted American citizenship. “I understand. If there's 
anything we can do to help, just let us know.” 


"We'll keep that in mind. But for now, you boys need to get back to class," Officer Bones 
instructed, his suspicions still lingering. 


“Yeah, we will,” said Toby, his defiance unwavering. 


Mike followed him out of the office, his mind already racing with plans. 


After they were clear of the secretary and well down the hallway, Toby grabbed Mike by the 
shoulder. 


“Grab your stuff, we've got work to do.” 

The hospital corridor buzzes with the mechanical symphony of beeping monitors and the sterile 
hum of fluorescent lights. The pale-blue glow casts an otherworldly pallor over the hallway, as if 
time itself were suspended in this antiseptic realm. 

Mike and Toby loped along looking at signs in braille and upside-down maps, their school 
uniforms a stark contrast to the clinical surroundings. Mike, made the most of his lanky build and 
amiable demeanor, as two staff-nurses walked by giggling. 


Toby, shorter and more compact, lived by his reputation alone. 


Inside a hospital room, Young Schaeffer, pale and gaunt, lay in bed beneath crisp white sheets. 
Bandages snaked around his arms like protective armor. 


Mike and Toby entered the room. 

Schaeffer greeted them with a sullen expression, wariness in his gaze. 
"Hey, guys," he murmured softly. 

"We came to check on you, man," Mike offered genuinely. 


"You alright, kid?" Toby inquired, his voice softer, more introspective than Mike had seen him in 
years. 


Schaeffer sighed as he pulled back the sheet just enough to reveal his injuries. "I've been 
better." The boys exchanged worried glances, grappling with the weight of Schaeffer's suffering. 


"The police come to see you yet?" Toby wondered. 

Schaeffer nodded wearily. "Yeah. They accused me of putting up that Oroboros symbol." 
Mike frowned in confusion. "Did you?" 

Schaeffer's response was resignation itself. "Yeah." 


"Why?" Mike wondered, sitting down on a doctor's stool. 


"I've always been a part of the Church of Rebirth. It's a family thing," Schaeffer explained, his 
voice slow with fatigue and drugs. "People already don't like us. We're poor. My grandfather had 
to work like a tramp. | saw the way you guys looked at me when | dropped out of school. And 
now this." 


Mike's expression softened, a pang of empathy tugging at his heartstrings. "Sorry, Schaeffer. 
But why did you do it then? You must have known what people would think." 


Schaeffer shrugged, his gaze fixed on some distant point. "If the folks who went missing are 
already gone, then someone should pray for their reincarnation. The 'Oroboros cult' believes in 
rebirth. Besides, there are lots of families tied to the church here in Edgeville. More than you 
would guess." 


Toby's mind turned. "Pray for rebirth... Do the kidnappings sound like a rebirth ritual to you?" 
A sudden realization dawned on Schaeffer, his expression turning ashen with fear. 

"It couldn't be..." he whispered, his voice barely audible. 

Mike leaned closer, urgency flaring in his eyes. "Couldn't be what, Schaef?" 


Young Schaeffer's voice trembled with dread. "It could be a prelude to what's called 'the return 
to the nest underground." 


As the weight of Schaeffer's words settled over them, the boys shared a silent exchange. What 
dark secrets lurked beneath the surface in the town of Edgeville. 


Toby staggered into his room, feeling utterly drained. Collapsing onto his bed, he stared at the 
ceiling, his mind refusing to surrender to sleep. His eyes caught sight of the portable television 
tucked away in the corner, and with a flick of his wrist, he turned it on, hoping to catch a news 
program covering the recent disappearances. The screen crackled to life, revealing a 
rebroadcast of "Understanding Narcissism" featuring Carl Jung and Abraham Maslow. Toby 
settled on the floor, his gaze fixed on the screen as the two renowned psychologists delved into 
the intricacies of narcissism. 


A black-and-white title "Understanding Narcissism" dominated the screen. The camera focused 
on three wise-looking men seated on chairs arranged on a stage against a backdrop of a large 
curtain. Among them were Carl Jung, Abraham Maslow, and another philosopher, engaged in 
intense conversation. 


The camera zoomed in on the trio, capturing the gravity of their discussion as they delved into 
the complexities of narcissistic behavior. Jung's stern countenance contrasted with Maslow's 
thoughtful demeanor, while the third philosopher observed with a keen eye. 


HOST: Good evening and welcome to our workshop on the topic of "Understanding Narcissism." 
Our distinguished guests tonight are Carl Jung, the founder of Jungian psychology, and 
Abraham Maslow, the father of humanistic psychology. Thank you both for being here. 


JUNG: Thank you for having me. 
MASLOW: It's a pleasure to be here. 


HOST: So, let's begin. Mr. Jung, you believe that at least one person should act as the 'keeper' 
to their own, personal human 'tiger’. Could you elaborate on that? 


JUNG: Yes, absolutely. In my view, narcissistic behavior can be understood through the lens of 
animal behavior. Like a tiger in a zoo, a narcissist needs a responsible keeper to help regulate 

her behavior and prevent her from becoming a danger to themselves or others; To ensure 'the 

cage’ is secure, not to take sudden 'unneeded moments’, nor to allow loud ‘surprising sounds', 

and so on. 


MASLOW: While | understand the comparison, | must respectfully disagree. Human beings are 
not tigers in a zoo. We have the capacity for self-awareness, empathy, and personal growth. To 
reduce someone to the level of an animal is to deny their humanity. 


HOST: Let's move on to the different types of narcissistic behavior. Mr. Jung, you mentioned 
predator behavior triggers. Could you explain what you mean by that? 


JUNG: Certainly. Like a predator in the wild, a narcissist may lash out if they feel the localized 
status-quo is not being properly observed. It's important for their Keeper to be aware of 
negative/selfish/ignorant/irresponsible, unproductive 'triggers' as well as ‘understanding and 
reinforcing the local status-quo'. 


MASLOW: While | can appreciate the need for keepers to understand and reinforce the local 
status-quo, | believe it's important to acknowledge the autonomy and responsibility of the 
narcissist as an individual. To simply reinforce their behavior without holding them accountable 
for their actions only perpetuates a negative cycle. 


HOST: And what about 'testing' or ‘swiping’ behavior, Mr. Jung? 


JUNG: Testing or swiping behavior is when a narcissist, just as our zoo tiger will test an unwary 
keeper, will deliberately push boundaries or act out in order to test the loyalty or worthiness of 
those around them. It's important for their keeper to expect these behaviors and have a plan to 
react stoically but chivalrously in response. 


MASLOW: While | can understand the concept of testing or swiping behavior, | must caution 
against accepting it as a normal or acceptable behavior. Such actions can be harmful and 


damaging to the people around the narcissist, and it is not fair to expect others to constantly be 
on guard and ready to respond to such behavior. 


HOST: And finally, so-called ‘prowling behavior’: the need to inspire jealousy in perceived rivals 
and to, in turn, be jealous of perceived rivals as part of the cycle of attraction. the most complex 
and difficult behavior on the docket tonight. Mr Jung, can you present this ‘jungle’ of a woman's 
feelings in a way that the audience can understand; and with enough structure that Mr Maslow 

has a fair shot at making his own commentary? 


JUNG: Just as the tiger is burdened by the zoo cage or the menagerie, so the female narcissist 
or ‘tiger’ is burdened with a human brain and a human soul. The tiger, regardless of the 
constraints of its artificial habitat will always 'prowl': ritualistically prowl in whatever little space it 
is afforded. The tiger does this so as to remember the power and life of the jungle. So too must 
the female narcissist ritualistically be the object of jealousy, due to her fine qualities, but also to 
experience jealousy caused by attention aimed at her own mate; and go through the fiery cycle 
of emotion that leads her to a renewed and powerful attraction for that mate. Without this 
passion, life as the narcissist becomes ‘boring’, yes? 


MASLOW: While | appreciate the comparison to the tiger, Mr. Jung, | must respectfully disagree 
with the notion that prowling behavior in humans, specifically in the context of narcissism, can 
be explained by primal instincts or the need to remember one's power. Prowling and inspiring 
jealousy in others is a harmful and potentially dangerous behavior that should not be 
encouraged or justified. Instead, we should strive to understand and address the root causes of 
such behavior, such as insecurity or a fear of abandonment, and work towards promoting 
healthier ways of building and maintaining relationships; the idea that this ritualistic behavior is 
necessary for a healthy relationship. The need for jealousy and the cycle of fiery emotions can 
be detrimental to the well-being of both parties involved. It creates an unhealthy power dynamic 
and can lead to emotional manipulation. 


JUNG: I understand your concerns, Mr. Maslow. But it is important to note that these behaviors 
are deeply ingrained in the human psyche. It is a natural part of our evolutionary makeup. To 
deny these impulses is to deny a fundamental part of ourselves. 


MASLOW: While | agree that these behaviors may be natural, | do not believe that they are 
necessary for a healthy relationship. In fact, many healthy and happy relationships exist without 
the need for jealousy or the cycle of fiery emotions. It is important for individuals to recognize 
and address their own insecurities and trust issues rather than relying on these destructive 
behaviors. 


JUNG: I see your point, Mr. Maslow. However, | still believe that the need for jealousy and the 
cycle of fiery emotions can be.. . ‘harnessed’ in a healthy way. It is important for individuals to 
understand and accept these impulses, rather than denying them altogether. 


MASLOW: | do not think that denying these impulses is necessary. Rather, | think it is important 
to acknowledge them and address them in a constructive and healthy manner. It is possible to 
have a passionate and fulfilling relationship without relying on these destructive behaviors. 


HOST: Mr. Maslow, | fear that our friend Mr. Carl Jung has rather had the run of things tonight. 
CROWD: Laughter. Chuckling. 

JUNG: (Chuckles) 

HOST: This was not my intention, and so, please, if you will, forward your own question. 


MASLOW: It seems to me we are leaving someone out, this keeper of yours. His need for 
control over the power, beauty, danger, and passion of what he sees as a ‘tiger’, must be 
immense, can that be healthy? Plus, is he not motivated by the transactional nature and 
mindset which he must know is within the narcissistic thinking? Are his expectations of extreme 
affections and extreme favors from the ‘tiger’ (in return for his rare and one-of-a-kind 
companionship) manifest in the dynamic you describe? And, if so, can we not conclude that his 
own motivations should not be so easily condoned? 


JUNG: Ah, Mr. Maslow, a valid point indeed. However, | must respectfully disagree. The 
keeper's need for control is not simply an exercise in domination or transactional thinking, but 
rather a genuine desire to protect and nurture the tiger, just as one would care for a beloved pet. 
It is an act of compassion and responsibility, not an attempt to exert power over another being. 
As for his expectations of extreme affection and favors, | would argue that this is simply a 
byproduct of the intense emotional connection he shares with the tiger. It is not a form of 
manipulation, but rather a natural expression of love and devotion. So, while | appreciate your 
concern for the keeper's well-being, | do not believe that his motivations should be called into 
question. 


HOST: And with that, we will have to wrap up this discussion for tonight. Thank you to both Dr. 
Jung and Mr. Maslow for sharing your insights and perspectives with us. It has been a 
thought-provoking and enlightening conversation. 


The program ended, and the television screen went dark. 
Toby remained seated on the floor, lost in thought. After a moment, he stood up and switched off 


the television. He moved to his bed and lay down, closing his eyes. The room went quiet, save 
for the sound of Toby's slow and steady breathing. 


Toby was aware that his friend Mike was watching him from across the table, but he gave no 
sign of it. 


“Any leads in the crime blotter?” Toby asked. 
“Not yet, any leads in the help wanted section?” Asked Mike, very dryly. 


“Yeah it says 'Kidnapping Culprit seeks trainee for future position. Late hours, pays in beetle 
larva’. There's an address.” 


“This is serious, Brooks.” said Mike, bottling his anger. 


“I know it's serious,” said Toby, taking one french-fry and placing it carefully across his bottom 
lip, then another, then another until there were too many, all this while starting to chew, while 
also continuing to speak, “it's more serious than you'd imagine. (Chom. Chom.) Very. (Chom.) 
Serious. There is an accountancy job here for 25-cents an hour! (Chom.) Now. (Chom.) Mike. 
Answer me this. (Chomchom.) Why would you hire. (Chomchom.) A man to do accounting. 
(Swallows) who does not even understand that 25-cents is not a lot of money.” 


Toby uncapped a thick marker. Placed his section of the newspaper onto the table and, with his 
tongue sticking out, circled ‘free first issue of financial magazine: don't get squeezed, get 
rich’ three times. 


An impressive older woman in a waitress outfit stopped by yet again. 


“Got everything you need handsome?” she asked, one languid hand on the table, the other on 
Toby's shoulder. “Oh, and When's your next soccer game? | love watching you knock those 

apes around like bowling pins, you know? | think, 'god, | wish it was me out there pushing their 
fat faces into the mud'.” she finished by lifting her hand off the table and clenching it into a fist. 


“I'll have a cheeseburger after all, and another soda please, Miss Dunaway, and, | can call you 
on nights before our home games, if you want.” Toby replied with a reserved grin. 


“oh, | want. Back in two-shakes, stud.” Said Miss Dunaway and though she extracted herself 
and started walking back over to the counter, she gazed back at the boy over her shoulder as 
she went. 


“Why do women like you, again?” Mike asked, perplexed, as the boy across from him tried to 
balance the chunky marker above his upper lip. 


“They like me because | like them. It's not the boiling point of helium, Mike.” answered Toby 
absentmindedly. 


The chrome countertops and matching tables sparkled all that afternoon under the warm glow of 
pendant lights at the Edgeville diner. The jukebox in the corner boasted 152 albums all rock, 
rhythm, or jazz. Booths that had been upholstered with a vibrant red leather and intentionally 
overstuffed lined three walls. There was a soda fountain, breakfast was served anytime. The 


four brothers who opened the spot after the war never cooked a cheeseburger above medium 
rare, got the bacon crispy without burning it, all while somehow keeping the flapjacks fluffy. 
There was a specially-built rack where the homemade pies would cool and the waitresses 
weren't bad either. 


Toby liked the place better than Mike. Toby liked the place better than most everyone. 


“What the hell?” said Toby, more to himself than to Mike. Then he popped the cap off the fat 
marker again and circled 'Mover's wanted at the old Willow's residence. No able-bodied man 
turned away. Do not go to site. Come to office. Handyman Moving Company, (part of the 
Banderbite family of brands)’. 


“What is that?” Asked Mike, thinking Toby might have stumbled upon information relevant to the 
case after all. 


“You don't remember.” said Toby. 


“No, why? Is it important? Should we get your order to go?” Wondered Mike, making himself 
ready. 


“Sacrilege.” replied Toby in a tiny voice. 
“Oh, God...” said Mike, hanging his head, exasperated. 
“Sacrilege and blasphemy,” Toby went on in the strange, quiet, tiny voice. 


“| swear to god, Brooks,” said Mike, bringing the crime blotter section up to block his face so that 
he no longer had to bear witness to his friends’ shenanigans. 


“Don't swear.” Said Toby, “this is a house of pancakes.” 


As Toby ventured towards the outskirts of town, a dense patch of woods emerged, its tall, 
ominous trees casting deep shadows over the ground. Clad in casual gear, Toby crouched 
behind a tree, peering through a collapsible telescope aimed at the old, decrepit Willow's 
residence. The gothic-victorian building appeared abandoned, with peeling paint, boarded-up 
windows, and an overgrown lawn infested with weeds. His viewfinder fixed on a third large 
moving truck backing up to the house, another troop carrier turned to a new purpose. 


Mr. Tandlebolt, adorned in a top hat and tails, emerged from the house, shouting commands to 
the movers, referring to the large moving-men, who were only being paid for the day as mules. 
Toby's curiosity surged as he observed the loading of very peculiar items onto the truck - dusty 
books, antique lamps, and even an ornate coffin. Each laden object caught Toby's interest, 
especially when Mr. Tandlebolt referred to a particular item as a "priceless antique." 


Emboldened by his curiosity, Toby resolved to infiltrate the residence, his heart racing with 
excitement. As he cautiously approached, Toby observed a mover indulging in a box lunch, 
leaving his overshirt and baseball cap unattended. Seizing the opportunity, Toby appropriated 
the clothing, draped himself, and slipped inside the house, disguised as a mover. 


Exploring the neglected halls, Toby marveled at the house's former grandeur, now marred by 
neglect and decay. Cobwebs adorned the ceilings, and dust veiled the furniture, lending an eerie 
ambiance to the mansion. His senses heightened, Toby discerned a noise emanating from 
upstairs, prompting him to investigate. Upon hearing the front door slam, Toby dove down a 
flight of wide stairs, seeking safety in the basement. 


Descending into the depths, he came into a natural cavern lit by high basement windows with 
the afternoon sun coursing in like a cathedral, Toby clocked the unsettling symbols etched into 
the walls. 


He decided to photograph the symbols with his old 3-in-1 just to find out if the thing still worked. 


Then he stumbled upon a real scene - an altar adorned with candles, then, off to one side was a 
glass greenhouse capturing a tree wherein, by its coils, resided a large tropical snake. More 
important were the two intriguing metal cases set atop the altar. The leftmost case contained a 
gold pyramid and the other neatly packed with uncirculated cash. 


Overwhelmed by the unexpected windfall, Toby carefully closed and snapped both cases. He 
looked around, not quite believing he was really going to get away with this. But there was no 
one, and the snake either didn't care or had fallen asleep. The boy wrapped his hands around 
the handle of each case, claiming both treasures. However, the weight of even one of the cases 
proved formidable, testing Toby's strength and resolve. Red-faced and gasping for air, Toby 
struggled to nudge then lift the pyramid case, leaving the cash-filled one on the altar where he 
found it. 


He makes it as far as the stairs before turning to look longingly at the closed case with the cash. 
Just then, he heard footsteps upstairs. He hoisted the pyramid case heavily one more time. 
Then running out of breath, he was forced to place it down again. Trying to get his wind back he 
set his hand on his hip, face red. He tried to nudge the pyramid case on the ground next to him 
with his foot; Then looked back at the cash-filled case. 

Toby Brooks stood up straighter, shook his head, and wiped his brow. 

Then he snapped his fingers and raced back up the wide stairs three at a time. 

He reached the landing and took a sharp left seeing two burly movers. They were preparing to 


lift and carry more crates bound for the trucks. 
“Hey, wait! Can you guys help me carry some cases?” asked Toby excitedly. 


The movers looked him over skeptically, but then looked at each other and shrugged. 


At the edge of the overgrown grassy grounds of the old Willow's place, the two heavy cases 
were securely fastened to the back of Toby's bicycle. 


“Don't worry, | will make quick work of this and hurry right back to assist you fine gentlemen with 
the rest of the loading,” smiled Toby. 


The movers nodded and turned back towards the Tandlebolt house. Beyond them, around one 
of the corners of the large structure, other men were revving the trucks and restacking the 
crates. 


Toby stood on his bike and pushed down hard against the now weight-stiff pedals, breathing 
heavily and cursing. When his faithful steed refused to budge, he dismounted and began 
pushing it towards the paved road. 


“Need to catch my breath, need to get to the top of a hill, then we are scot-free. Scot-free, I'm 
telling you, boy,” Toby mumbled encouragements to himself. 


Somehow he made it. Panting for air, he felt an urgent smile threatening to break through, but 
he fought it back, not wanting to jinx things. He swung his short, powerful legs up with a heave. 
The bike budged. It was barely moving, but the balance was all his. It waited, but gravity and 
inertia were calling. Then the front wheel started, then the back. If the tires didn't pop, he was 
going to make his escape. Hell, even if they held out for five minutes, he would be far from here. 
Five feet. Ten. 


He started really moving. Wasting no time, he pedaled hard, the reciprocal breeze refreshing 
him. He had to coast out at the bottom of the hill for fear of crashing. But he made it over the 
next hillock and kept it up. The tires were holding. 


Then Toby caught it, the sound of a loud bear-cat motor trundling along. In that instant, he also 
realized that he still wore the mover's shirt and cap he used for a disguise. At this point, he had 
no idea if the clothes would draw attention or avert it. 

“Bike,” Toby commended, his breathing shallow, “I pulled you out of a scrap heap, and you have 
never let me down once. If you really did come out of the Edgeville iron-works, and if you really 


did serve on our side in the Home-Front war, go now and speed well!” 


Though he would later deny it, Toby thought he heard a strange soft music, like a chorus of 
muted trumpets playing a low, but building march. A song of pure speed. Of quicksilver. 


Toby grinned then. He was going to make it. He was going to win. 


He and his bike flew up the next hill, their fortune lashed to the rack behind Toby's seat. 


At the top of the hill, traveling in the opposite direction, its bear-cat motor huffing and puffing like 
a steam chimney, was the Model-T of the four clownish laundry criminals. 


On it's side of the road the old metal beast-car took a spastic lunge forward as it conquered the 
last pinnacle of the hill. It started rolling down the other side, just as Toby rode past them. 


Like two jousters of old, the two forces passed each other. 

Toby pulled down his hat tightly in disguise. 

One of the criminals did a double-take, recognizing Toby. It was the strong-man criminal. 
“Hey, ain't that the kid from the laundry?” he called out. 

“Yes... | believe it is,” answered the old-man criminal in his thick Slavic accent. 


Toby looked back as the Model-T and its four occupants continued rolling down the hill toward 
the Tandlebolt place, feeling relieved that they didn't seem too interested. 


He continued on his way, determined to figure out what to do with the valuable treasures he now 
possessed. 


And as he rode, he laughed, unable to shake the feeling of the trouble he had gotten himself 
into. 


Toby's bedroom was bathed in the soft glow filtering through the window. Seated at his polished 
wooden desk, Toby was engrossed in examining the ancient artifact he had discovered. An 
attention-seeking figure appeared in his open doorway once again as Mommy clutched herself 
against the door's framing like Gloria Swanson. Her natural poise, reinforced by her many gifts, 
accentuated by a snug sweater and a sleek pencil skirt held all the allure of an island's worth of 
sirens. 


Golden flecks danced in her irises as they locked onto what her son grasped in his hand. 
"Oh, Toby dear, what do you have there?" She inquired, her voice a melodic cadence. 

Toby glanced up, trying to show that he was neutral to her charms — that he was capable of 
holding a normal conversation with the bodacious woman. "Just an ancient artifact | stumbled 


upon," he replied with practiced nonchalance. 


Intrigued by Toby's discovery, Mommy approached his desk with the graceful steps required by 
her restrictive skirt. Her gaze was fixated on the gleaming object which Toby gripped with a firm 


and steady confidence. Her eyes, alight with curiosity, were drawn to it's shimmering surface. As 
her slender fingers caressed its intricate engravings, a tremor rippled through her. 


She convulsed, shaking, her head thrown back in a sudden spasm, her fiery mane cascading 
like molten lava. 


Concern took over Toby's eyes as he tried not to appreciate Mommy's extreme reaction. 
"Mommy, are you alright?" he asked, and his voice registered genuine concern. 


Silence then enveloped the room, broken only by the rhythmic ticking of the antique clock on the 
wall. Mommy remained motionless, her eyes closed as if lost in a trance. 


Suddenly, her lips parted, and a voice unlike her own resonated through the air. 


"I am Oracle, summoned by your call," Mommy's voice intoned, its timbre ethereal and 
otherworldly. 


"I am here to answer your questions." 


Toby's pulse quickened with anticipation as he realized the opportunity before him. Gathering 
his thoughts, he posed his inquiry with a mixture of curiosity and determination. 


"Mommy, what would it take for you to accept your young man as your mate?" Toby asked, his 
voice steady despite the weight of his question. 


A moment of silence hung in the air before Mommy's response, delivered with a solemnity that 
sent shivers down Toby's spine. 


"The tests... the tests, they are essential," Mommy murmured, her words carrying an ancient 
wisdom that transcended time. 


Toby tried to absorb Mommy/Oracle's cryptic words, his mind racing with all the possible, 
branching questions. Sensing the weight of the moment, he steeled himself and ventured further 
into the vault of the woman's mind. 


"And what are these tests?" Toby inquired, his voice tinged with a mixture of curiosity and 
apprehension. 


Mommy's features softened, her eyes fluttering open to reveal a gaze that seemed to pierce 
through the veil of reality. 


"The Test of The Predator," Mommy intoned, her voice a mere whisper yet laden with profound 
significance. "He who seeks to claim my hand must assert his dominance over all within our 


domain. He must navigate the currents of chaos with finesse, ushering in change while 
preserving the delicate balance of our world." 


Toby listened intently, his mind grappling with the implications of Mommy's revelation. Each 
word carried the weight of destiny, beckoning him to unravel the enigma that lay before him. 


"And what of the subsequent tests?" Toby pressed, his curiosity driving him ever deeper into the 
labyrinth of fate. 


Mommy's gaze held steady, her presence a beacon of reassurance amidst the uncertainty that 
surrounded them. 


"The Test of Testing," Mommy continued, her voice a soothing melody that echoed through the 
room. "When the facade of control crumbles, as it inevitably must, he must stand firm in the face 
of turmoil. Only through resilience and adaptability can he weather the storm and emerge 
unscathed." 


Toby absorbed Mommy's words. He contemplated the trials, or rewards, that might lay ahead. 


Each test held the promise of transformation, a crucible through which he would forge 
unbreakable bonds. 


As the echoes of Mommy's prophecy were inked onto the map of his mind, Toby braced himself 
for the challenge that awaited him. 


Toby nodded slowly, absorbing the weight of Mommy's words. "Okay, | see what you mean. 
Some of these are a little tricky, how many are there?" 


Mommy's smile was faint, her gaze distant as if lost in a world beyond the present. 


"The tests... ?” Mommy murmured. "The Test of the Faun," she continued, her voice taking on a 
mysterious quality. "She must become convinced that her young man will abandon her. He must 
be lured back by her fawning behavior, thus assuring herself that she can possibly lure him 
back, should he ever sicken of her, as most men may sicken from that which is difficult to predict 
or control." 


Toby's eyes widened, his mind processing. 
"Next time you see a woman paying romantic attention to me," Toby's voice was gentle, "I want 
you to faun hard. You understand. | don't want you to be able to contain or stop it. | want you to 


take things to the next level." 


A flicker of shame crossed Mommy's features. "She will do this," she admitted quietly. 


Toby nodded, a sense of determination settling over him. "Good, now, what if a young man 
passes all the tests?" 


Mommy's expression turned wistful, a shadow of melancholy passing over her features as she 
spoke again. "No man has ever passed more than one of the tests, let alone passed them all," 
she confessed, her voice barely a whisper. 


Toby's resolve hardened, a newfound determination driving him forward. "But what if Toby 
could?" 


A strange intensity danced in Mommy's eyes as she responded. 


"If there were such a young man, especially if he was my Toby," Mommy's voice took on a 
husky, distorted tone, carrying with it a sense of longing and desire. "I would Wife for him, | 
would SUB for him, | would Mother for him," she declared, her words echoing with a primal 
fervor. "He would mount and ride me like Hylonome through every after-party in the world. | 
would make little mistakes in the hopes of being punished. | would unseal the petite gate of my 
mother-womb. | would allow him his harem and more. All this. All this." 


Toby's mind went into overdrive, grappling with the implications of Mommy's innermost secrets. 
"Alright, that's enough for now," Toby said, his voice tinged with a mixture of awe and 
determination. As Toby tried to take the pyramid from her, Mommy's demeanor shifted, a sense 
of urgency seizing her. 


“Are there not more questions, master?” the echoing inhabitant controlling Mommy's words and 
thoughts insisted on asking. 


“More questions about what, big girl?” Toby asked putting his free hand on Mommy's hip. 


“About your hunt for the misguided servant of the old snake.” Oracle droned, Mommy's mouth 
closed but twitching like a ventriloquist. 


Toby furrowed his brow. "We've scoured all through the city but couldn't find Viper Rossi even 
once.” 


Oracle's eyes gleamed with hidden knowledge. "But my dear master, have you not already 
encountered the misguided servant?" 


Toby's eyes narrowed with the implications of what Oracle was saying. "You mean at the bus 
depot. He attacked me there." 


"Indeed," Oracle affirmed, her voice taking on a hypnotic quality. "But what if that encounter 
were not mere happenstance? What if it held a deeper meaning?" 


Toby pondered the notion, the gears of his mind turning. "If we assume Rossi's actions were 
rational and deliberate, then his attack on me must have been to prevent me from discovering 
something." 


Oracle nodded approvingly. "Precisely, my master. But what does he fear enough to risk 
violence and capture before the ‘return to the nest underground'?” 


“Maybe... he was looking for more victims?” 

“Truly. Is the abandoned bus depot a rich hunting ground, Master?” 

“No, it isn't.” Toby scratched his chin, searching for answers. "I can't figure it. But it strikes me 
now... What if we were on the brink of uncovering something. Like, something that could lead us 
to the hostages..." 


Oracle leaned in, her eyes ablaze with anticipation. "Yes, go on..." 


"then Rossi's attack was a last-ditch attempt to stop me from seeing something," Toby 
concluded, the pieces falling into place. 


Oracle's lips curled into a satisfied smile. "You are truly my master.” 

Toby nodded solemnly, a sense of purpose guiding his actions. "Good girl." 

Suddenly, Mommy froze, her body convulsing with an unseen force. Tremors racked her form as 
if she struggled against an invisible assailant. Then, as abruptly as it began, the episode ended, 


leaving Mommy trembling and disoriented. 


"No! No, | don't- What have I been saying? What have | been doing?" Mommy's voice trembled 
as she smoothed down her sweater-top uncertainly. 


Toby reassured her with a gentle smile. "Aww. You didn't do anything wrong, honey. Don't you 
remember? You wondered if we shouldn't get married. | agreed. But then you said | had to 
qualify first. You laid out a long list of heavy kinks you have been keeping to yourself. I'm going 
to be hard for weeks." 

Mommy blinks slowly looking at Toby, her eyes filled with shame. 

“Really, | said all that?” Mommy asks in a whisper. 


Toby took up his Mommy's hand, his voice tender. 


“Shh. You're the hottest woman anyone's ever seen, you're like a sleek, exotic animal. It's only 
expected that there is this kind of crazy heat between us. And listen, | won't tease you about it, 


okay? In fact, by tomorrow we'll forget it happened. It will be our secret.” Offers the boy to his 
mother. 


Mommy composed herself and glanced down at Toby with a mix of gratitude and relief. 


“You're too good to me.” Mommy announced with a little bounce, perking up, as only she could. 
"Of course, big girl. Anything for you," Toby declared in a most patronizing fashion. As Toby 
showed her a warm smile, a weight settled upon him like a cat on his chest. It was the gravity of 
the tasks ahead looming larger and larger in his mind. 


The orange light of the setting sun slammed into every wall and broken window of the 
abandoned bus depot Mike ventured in. The still, metallic air filled his nostrils as he navigated 
through corridors once more. His footsteps echoed softly against the tiled floor. 


He looked all around to see if someone might be watching from a corner. 
He tried to be quieter. 


As he explored further, Mike found nothing of significance. The corridors stretched on, 
seemingly endless, with nothing but debris and dust-covered relics of a forgotten era. He 
sighed, his hopes of finding any new clues dwindling with each passing moment. 


Pulling out Toby's 3-in-1, a versatile device that served as a portable photo camera, audio 
recorder, and AM radio receiver, Mike decided to put it to the test. He aimed the lens at the old 
route map hanging on the wall and snapped a photo, the camera's shutter clicking in the silence 
of the depot. 


Continuing his exploration, Mike eventually arrived at the main concourse. His eyes widened as 
he beheld an elaborate sigil poured onto the floor, its intricate design formed with red sand. It 
was a bizarre sight, one that sent a shiver down Mike's spine. He tried to make head's or tails of 
it, but nothing doing. 


Quickly, he retrieved the 3-in-1 and began snapping multiple photos of the strange pattern, 
ensuring he captured every detail. With trembling hands, he also collected some of the red sand 
in a glass vial, sealing it tightly with a rubber stopper. 


Suddenly, the sound of an iron bar falling and clanking echoed through the depot, followed by 
what sounded like the eerie cackle of a hyena. Mike's heart raced, fear gripping him as he 
realized he was not safe here and that he had to get this evidence back to the police — to Toby! 


Stuffing the camera and vial into his pocket, Mike turned on his heel and bolted away from the 
main concourse, his footsteps echoing loudly in his frantic retreat. He dared not look back, his 
mind racing with questions about what he had just stumbled upon in the abandoned bus depot. 


Looked at in a certain way, Toby's room was kind of cramped. It was not an attic bedroom. But it 
angled down in two places following the contour of where the roof dumped the rainwater into the 
side yard. 


“Jumping jacks?” asked Mike, sitting at Toby's desk in fatigued bafflement. 

Toby, a few feet away near the room's only full-height wall, was vigorously snapping his arms 
and legs, switching between two different positions. He must have been at it for a while because 
he was huffing and puffing from the exertion. 


"Right now?" Mike continued, wondering about the timing of Toby's sudden exercise. 


"Yeah, maybe. | don't know," explained Toby between short breaths. "It's not something | 
consciously think about. Sometimes | just find myself doing jumping jacks for an hour or so." 


People had tried to nail down what made Toby Brooks tick, but Mike knew better than to play 
that game. 


“Good.” Said Mike, “Okay. Here are the main clues | found at the abandoned bus depot. “some 
kind of magic circle poured onto the floor, and the sand used to make it.” 


He held out a photo-print in one hand and a vial containing sand in the other. 
Toby casually strode over and reached for the photo-print. 

"Hmm," he murmured. "That's not normal... This is a clue, Mike." 

Toby gently pressed an index finger to his bottom lip in thought. 


“Maybe | interrupted Rossi the first time, maybe he was trying to set this up. | think this means 
something. On the other hand, we are dealing with a crazy scumbag.” Toby postulated. 


As Mike set the vial down on Toby's desk, intending to examine and discuss the photo-print, a 
loud clack interrupted them. Both boys turned to look. The vial had rolled and struck a 
paper-weight sized object sitting on the desk, covered by a handkerchief. The vial was now 
stuck fast to the object. Before Toby could react, Mike removed the handkerchief, revealing the 
golden pyramid beneath. 


"Whoa," exclaimed Mike, taken aback. "What the hell?" 


Thinking fast, Toby covered. “oh, that's this crazy magnet | found.” “is it... made of gold?” asked 


Mike, not knowing what to make of it. 


“Nah,” said Toby. “who makes a magnet out of gold. But Mike, you're missing the point.” 
Mike swiveled in the wooden chair to face Toby, his friend. 


“That ain't sand, it's iron filings. Magnetic.” Toby said and struck a pose that would have made 
Hercules Poirot blush. 


“What does that mean to us?” questioned Mike. 
“Dunno,” said Toby looking back at the photo-print. “What else you got?” he added. 


“What else?” Asked Mike, exasperated. “Toby | nearly went into cardiac arrest going to that bus 
depot by myself. | won't live to be a hundred, | can tell you that much.” 


Toby was about to start an argument, but Mike beat him to it. 
“What did you find out at old Willow's place?” demanded Mike. 


“Nothing, | snuck in. Searched the place. Got a look at Tandlebolt. | don't think it's him.” Toby 
summarized. 


"Think', Brooks? You don't think it's him?" asked Mike, working himself up. 


“Fine, | looked at him. | went through his stuff. It's not him.” Said Toby with uncharacteristic 
earnestness. 


“What are those cases?” Mike asked, pointing at the two heavy, metallic cases from Tandlebolt's 
basement. 


“Ah, just something | took down from the attic, now the lady of the house says | gotta put 'em 
back again.” shrugged Toby. 


"Fine. Here's the other photos | snapped with the 3-in-1. But they don't mean anything,” said 
Mike, emptying his pockets. "Oh, and here's a map | got at town hall. | marked the locations 
where people were taken. Any locations that they divulged in the newspaper, | mean." 


Toby spread out the town map on the floor and looked at it. Then he placed the photo of the 
sand circles on top of the map corresponding to the location of the abandoned bus depot. Then 
he examined another of the photo-prints Mike had provided. 


Toby stiffened suddenly, then quickly sprang into action. Scrounging around for a marker, he 
popped off the cap, holding the new photo-print in one hand and drawing lines across the town 
map with the marker in the other. 


"| have no idea how Rossi is getting around. I've been looking at the map all day. He would have 
had to walk right by the police duty station at one point, or into the park during lunch hour. There 
is just no way. It's as if he can vanish from one place and later appear in another," Mike 
remarked as he watched Toby draw the strange lines. 

"This is it!" exclaimed Toby, like a tortured artist frantically completing his magnum opus. 

Then Toby stood up and showed Mike the photo-print he had been working off of. It was the 
photo of the old bus routes. But the guide on the wall at the bus depot was an abstraction only 
meant to show origin points and destinations delinked from relational distances. Toby had drawn 
the lines relationally onto the map. 


"Son of a bitch..." breathed Mike. 


Standing there, seeing everything from above, Mike could discern that the lines Toby had made 
matched both the pattern of the sand circle and the old bus routes. 


"But this just proves that he's crazy," warned Mike. 


"Red marker, desk drawer," requested Toby, shooting out one hand to point at the drawer, 
refusing to look away from the map, as if holding something in his mind. 


Mike managed to lay hands on the red marker, and with it, Toby started up again. 
"This is the rest of the pattern, this is how he's doing it," explained Toby. 
"The lines don't make sense, he's crazy," worried Mike. 


"We have to pretend he is rational and deliberate. That is how we catch him," said Toby as he 
drew a thick red line through the alley and into town hall. 


"What bus could have run through town hall? It's been there for 100 years!" asked Mike. 
"Not a bus, a train. Look, Mike," Toby said, standing up again. 

Mike looked, and the red lines were close to every disappearance Mike had marked off. 
“A map? Why would he draw a map?” asked Mike, his pulse rising into his voice. 


"Because, to him, the lines look like snakes. | know where he's hiding them," said Toby, in a low 
voice, his eyes gleaming. "Grab your stuff, we've got work to do." 


Toby crept along a narrow trail, the only illumination coming from the faint cracks emitting lava 
light from far below. It was a long way down, and he couldn't rely on the ancient safety chain. 


The trail was sketchy and the whole underground cliff-side seemed to be composed of sand and 
clay. 


After 15 minutes of hurrying along in the dark, Toby halted and narrowed his eyes. Far below in 
the dim glow, there was a field of coal, he spotted a group of people clad in rags. They seemed 
to be locked inside an old mining cage, probably an old winch elevator. 

Nodding to himself, he was sure of it, he had found them. 

All he needed to do now was report this to the authorities and the newspapers. 

As he turned to leave, a wailing voice punctured the silence. 

"Please, don't leave us here," a woman implored. 

Startled by their plea, Toby hesitated, torn between his desire to summon much needed help 
and his more immediate responsibility toward the safety of the hostages. His gaze fell upon 
more captives huddled near the old mining cage, their worn faces hoping for the prospect of 


liberation. 


Little Suzy Apples managed to slip past the bent bars, running between the coal heaps, eager to 
reunite with Toby. 


"Suzy, no. Don't try to climb up here. Find somewhere to hide. I'll be back with help, believe me!" 
Toby declared in a loud whisper from high up on the cliff-side, but his words were drowned out 


by Little Suzy's fervent plea- 


"-Please don't go! We can't stay down here anymore. Toby, people are getting sick!" she 
exclaimed. 


Feeling conflicted, Toby weighed his aspirations against his chances for somehow grabbing 
Suzy... 


"But—" he began uncertainly. 


Suddenly, 'Viper' Rossi emerged from the shadows below, his expression contorted with insanity 
and sickness. 


"Well, well, well, if it isn't the little hero from the bus station. Found me again. This must be fate. 
You think you can just waltz in here and 'save the day'?" Rossi taunted, advancing menacingly. 


Toby took a step backward, if he could get Rossi to somehow follow him... 
But, Little Suzy — She confronted Rossi fearlessly. 
"You leave Toby alone, you creep!" she retorted defiantly. 


Rossi unmasked himself, revealing his true visage, threatening, grimacing, as he marched 
toward Toby's position high-up on the ledge. 


Suddenly, Little Suzy Apples threw herself against Rossi's leg from behind. 
She tried to hit him with a rock she'd found, but it was ineffective. 


Rossi ignored her, dragging her behind him as he marched. 
Undeterred, Little Suzy persisted, 

“You leave Toby alone, you fat ugly creep! 

Toby was the only one... ... 

WHO CAME TO JOHNNY'S FUNERAL!” 

Toby slid down the cliff-side 

one hundred 

one hundred thirty 

one hundred forty seven feet 


to the coal grounds below. 


Like a lion, like a bull, like a locomotive Toby Brooks charged Viper Rossi as the lava-light 
soared and danced across the inverted floorboards high above. 


Toby summoned a dangerous fist and aimed its reverberating aim at Rossi's skull. 
Rossi kicked out a leg to stop him, 

but Toby had already leaped and landed a hard punch on Rossi's temple. 

Rossi staggered backward, dazed. 

Toby stashed Little Suzy Apples behind one of the coal heaps. 


He himself ran a circular path, varying his speed so that Rossi could not predict him. 


Toby moved in for a hard Kill. 


He tried to sideswipe the tall and muscled brute, but his momentum got ruined when the 
larger-man threw out a clothes-line. 


The two exchanged heavily weighted, furious punches and kicks. 
The hostages. Watching from the sidelines. Cheered Toby on 

as he landed a kick into Rossi's chest. 

Rossi retaliated with a brutal knee into Toby's ribs. 

Toby lost his wind and fell to the ground. 

For a moment, it seemed Toby was downed. 

But, rage and brutality were old friends, so he got up again. 


Toby, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, deduced that 'Viper' Rossi was too far gone to 
be intimidated. 


They traded body blows back and forth, each one determined to be the last man standing. 

Toby landed an uppercut, making Rossi regret sticking out his tongue. 

Rossi, wounded, tried to return the favor but Toby dodged. 

Rossi capitalized on his size advantage with another knee to Toby's midsection, sending the boy 
crashing onto the coals. But Rossi wasn't finished. He grabbed Toby's ankle this time, before the 


boy could scramble up and regain his footing. 


Toby realized what was happening and reversed the move, kicking his other leg up over Rossi's 
outstretched arm, then using the momentum to land a devastating backfist. 


Rossi fell to his knees, blood pouring from his nose and mouth. Then 'Viper' Rossi's eyes went 
cloudy and the man fell face first against the rocky ground. 


Toby stood over Rossi's prone body, breathing heavily. He couldn't get enough air, and had to 
huff and puff for it. 


The hostages gathered around him in awe and gratitude. 


"You did it! | can't believe it!" one woman exclaimed, amazed by Toby's bravery. 


Another woman, her voice seething with anger, directed her fury at Rossi's prone form via 
several kicks to his face and throat. 


"Take that! Ha! You son of a bitch! Toby used to be my paperboy!" She spat vehemently. 
Little Suzy approached Toby. 
"Thanks, Toby. For coming to find us," she said, her hand clasping his. 


With a weary smirk, Toby acknowledged her. His chest like a billows and his blood swimming 
with adrenaline. 


He had done it, though. This would impress ‘everyone’. 


Edgeville the Novelization 
Chapter4 “A New Car!” 


The Local News Station loomed majestically against the vibrant backdrop of the downtown 
skyline, its sleek chrome exterior gleaming under the relentless glare of flashing cameras and 
the buzz of animated conversation. At the heart of the bustling scene, a podium stood adorned 
with an array of microphones, beckoning like a beacon to the eager throng gathered around it. 


Through the swirling crowd, Toby moved with the effortless grace of a young athlete, his arm 
draped casually around the statuesque figure of Mommy. Already, he was the subject of intense 
scrutiny from reporters all over the state and beyond, hungry for a story. 


Amidst the chaotic flurry of activity, a reporter strode purposefully towards Toby. A briskly 
walking reporter, her stride uncertain amidst the chaos of the scene. Video cameras whirred and 
flashbulbs popped, capturing every moment of Toby's newfound celebrity. 


"So, Toby, how does it feel to be a hero?" the reporter inquired, her voice cutting through the din. 
Toby flashed a disarming smile , his demeanor relaxed despite the intensity of the moment. "It 
feels pretty good,” he replied, with a hint of modesty. 


The reporter pressed on, her questions coming rapid-fire. "And how did you manage to catch 
the culprit?" she asked, her gaze fixed intently on Toby. 


Toby shrugged nonchalantly, the picture of casual confidence. "Just a bit of luck, | guess," he 
offered, his tone betraying a touch of self-assurance. 


But then, the reporter shifted her focus, her attention turning towards Mommy. "And who is this 
lovely woman? Is this a girlfriend for our all-popular Toby?" she probed, her curiosity piqued. 


Toby halted in his tracks at the mention of his mother. 
“This is Brooksie Brooks, isn't she something?” 


Toby introduced her with a flourish, and his words were met with a frenzied flurry of activity from 
the surrounding photographers, as radio personnel practically shouted into their recorders. And 
with that, Mommy stepped into the spotlight, a vision of elegance and poise in her designer 
attire. The sudden flurry of activity from the surrounding photographers was testament to her 
magnetic presence. 


"She hasn't agreed to be my girlfriend yet, but maybe we can convince her, hey folks?" Toby 
quipped, his words met with a chorus of cheers and applause from the gathered crowd. 


As the atmosphere crackled with excited electricity, Mommy reveled in the adulation of her 
newfound admirers. With each flash of the camera and each burst of applause, she tightened 
her grip on Toby's arm, a silent acknowledgment 


The car dealership's sign boasted over thirty-two vehicles. The parking lot was angled to 
showcase rows of shiny vehicles. 


Toby and Mommy stood before a brand new car, the pinnacle of automotive luxury. 


The owner wore a new suit, with a tradesman smile, he extended a hand towards Toby. 
"Congratulations, Toby. You're a hero, and we want to show our appreciation by giving you this 
car, free of charge." 


Toby's chest swelled with pride as he accepted the keys whispering a few friendly words to the 
man. With a confident grin, he turned to Mommy, knowing exactly how to play this moment to 
his advantage. 


Mommy's eyes widened in awe as she gazed at the sleek lines of the maroon town car, a 
symbol of success and status. Her admiration for Toby seemed to grow, inch by inch, with each 
passing moment, her beauty reflected in all the the glinting of the showroom lights. 


With a theatrical flourish, Toby placed the keys in Mommy's outstretched hand, her fingers 
closing around them with a sense of completion. Together, they posed arm in arm in front of the 
automobile, basking in the glow of their newfound prestige. 


The reporters, photographers, and radio people clamored around them, capturing the moment 
for posterity. Toby knew that this day would cement his status as a hero in the eyes of someone 
very important, and he was determined to milk it for all it was worth. 


Toby leaned his elbow against the aluminum counter earnestly, his nerves palpable as he faced 
the DMV official across the desk. 


The official, with a warm smile, extended a hand towards Toby. "Congratulations on your heroic 
deeds, Toby. As a token of our gratitude, we're giving you this honorary driver's license." 


Toby's eyes widened in disbelief as he accepted the license, his fingers trembling slightly as he 
held it in his hands. It was a tangible reminder of the extraordinary turn his life had taken in 
recent days, a testament to his newfound status as a local hero. 


As he stared at the license, a whirlwind of thoughts raced through Toby's mind. He couldn't help 
but marvel at how everything had fallen into place, how his impromptu act of bravery had 
catapulted him towards the status he craved. 


"| can't believe this worked,” Toby thought to himself, a mix of astonishment and pride washing 
over him. It was a moment he would never forget, a small victory in the grand tapestry of his 
newfound fame. 


The sun was a fine, crisp yellow-white upon the sprawling highway, casting long shadows 
across the asphalt as Toby guided the town car down the open road. Toby's grip on the steering 
wheel was firm, his eyes focused ahead with determination. Beside him, Mommy sat in the 
passenger seat, her nerves evident as she smoothed her dress with trembling hands. 


"Toby, you're such a good driver, honey. | don't usually feel safe in a fast car like this," Mommy 
remarked, her voice tinged with a mix of nervousness and admiration. 


Toby flashed a confident smile, though there was a hint of condescension in his eyes as he 
replied, "Today is our day, Mommy." 


Mommy giggled nervously, her gaze drifting out the window as Toby maneuvered the car onto 
the shoulder of the highway. 


"Actually, | need to pull to the side for a minute," Toby announced, his tone matter-of-fact as he 
brought the car to a stop. 


"Okay, mommy, time for a driving lesson," Toby declared, turning to Mommy with a mischievous 
glint in his eyes. 


Mommy's eyes widened in surprise at the unexpected suggestion. "Me? But Toby, | don't know 
how to drive," she protested. 


"Don't worry, Mommy. I'll guide you. Just do as | say," Toby reassured her, a hint of amusement 
dancing in his voice. 


With Toby's patient guidance, Mommy reluctantly shifted over to sit on Toby's lap, her large 
figure adjusting awkwardly as she settled into position. 


"Now, Mommy. Take us home," Toby instructed, guiding her hands to the steering wheel while 
discreetly adjusting her posture. 


Mommy nervously gripped the wheel as Toby worked the pedals and gears, his calm voice 
guiding her through each maneuver. As they drove in silence, Toby couldn't help but admire 
Mommy's incredible body, his compliments flowing freely as they continued down the highway. 


"You know, Mommy, you look absolutely lovely today. Just like a movie star," Toby remarked, his 
voice filled with genuine admiration. 


Mommy blushed at the compliment, her smile widening as Toby continued to lavish praise upon 
her. 


"But of course, Mommy. You're my girl. And | want everyone to know how lucky | am to have 
you,” Toby declared, his words filled with affection. 


As they drove, Toby's attention shifted increasingly to Mommy, his gestures becoming more 
intimate as he stroked her hair and whispered sweet words into her ear. Despite her discomfort, 
Mommy tried to focus on the road ahead, her unease growing with each passing moment. 


"I don't know, Toby. Driving makes me nervous," Mommy confessed, her smile weakening as 
she struggled to maintain control. 


"Don't worry, Mommy," Toby reassured her, his voice low and soothing as they continued, 
driving faster and faster. The luxurious interior of Toby's new town car enveloped them in 
comfort as Mommy sat on Toby's lap, her hands gripping the steering wheel with white-knuckled 
tension. 


"Did you see that last curve, Toby? | thought we'd crash!" Mommy exclaimed, her voice 
trembling with nervous energy. 


Toby flashed a reassuring smile, his calm demeanor a stark contrast to Mommy's jittery state. 
"Don't worry, Mom. I'll teach you how. Just keep following my instructions, that's what you're 


good at," he said, his tone gentle yet firm. 


With Toby's guidance, Mommy navigated the car through the winding streets, her confidence 
growing with each turn as she followed his precise instructions. 


Finally, they pulled into the driveway of Toby's house, the familiar sight offering a welcome 
respite from the intensity of their driving lesson. 


“Oh, Toby, you've driven me to so many places | never knew existed” she cooed, her face close 
to his as they rolled down the drive. Toby expertly parked the car in the garage, a satisfied grin 


playing on his lips as Mommy looked at him expectantly. 


"So, how much money do you have in the bank after the reward now, Toby?" Mommy inquired, 
her curiosity piqued. 


Toby's smirk widened as he reached into his pocket and retrieved an envelope, handing it to 
Mommy. 


"What's this?" Mommy asked, her confusion evident as she tested the envelope. 


"Open it and find out," Toby replied, his eyes sparkling with anticipation. 


As Mommy immediately slit open the envelope brought out a paper statement and glanced at its 
contents. Her eyes widened in surprise at the sight of the bank guarantee, displaying the 
updated balance of an account Toby had created. 


"Toby, this is way more than the reward!" Mommy exclaimed, her astonishment palpable. 


Toby's smile was positively radiant as he basked in Mommy's admiration. "And it's all thanks to 
you. You gave me the motivation | needed," he admitted, his voice fuel-injected with gratitude. 


Mommy's heart swelled with emotion at Toby's words, her estimation of her son growing and 
growing after a day of heady revelations. 


"Toby, | don't know what to say," Mommy confessed, her voice choked off. 


"Don't say anything. Just know that I'm grateful for everything you've done for me. And who 
knows, maybe we can celebrate my success in a special way tonight," Toby suggested, mouth 
straight, a wild glint in his eye. 


A rush of excitement coursed through Mommy's veins as she realized the implications of Toby's 
invitation. Despite the taboo nature of their relationship, she couldn't deny the attraction she had 
felt towards her own son was now more powerful than ever. 


"Yes, Toby. Maybe we should celebrate... tonight," Mommy agreed, her voice breathless with 
anticipation. 


Mommy sat uneasily on the plush couch, her delicate fingers clenching the delicate porcelain of 
her teacup as she engaged in polite conversation with Mrs. Johnson, a neighbor whose 
presence seemed to always provoke a rivalry. 


Mrs. Johnson's smile was as saccharine as her words as she extolled Toby's recent heroics, a 
narrative that seemed to permeate every corner of the town, perpetuated by the incessant buzz 


of television broadcasts and the ink of newspaper headlines. 


"Your Toby is quite the catch, isn't he?" Mrs. Johnson remarked, her tone dripping with sugary 
sweetness. "I wouldn't be surprised if some eligible young lady snatches him up soon." 


Mommy's facade faltered ever so slightly, her fingers trembling as she clutched her teacup a 
little tighter, her unease palpable. 


"Oh, well, Toby is quite focused on his studies and sports right now," Mommy replied, her voice 
tinged with a hint of defensiveness. "I don't think he's interested in girls just yet." 


Mrs. Johnson's laughter tinkled through the air like wind chimes on a breezy day. 


"Oh, my dear, all red-blooded young men have a wandering eye," Mrs. Johnson asserted with a 
knowing smirk. "I just hope that when he does start looking, he'll see the value in settling down 
with someone like me." 


Mommy's heart clenched with a surge of jealousy and insecurity, her eyes widening in disbelief 
at Mrs. Johnson's audacity. 


"Excuse me?" Mommy interjected, her voice barely concealing her incredulity. 
But Mrs. Johnson remained unfazed, her smile widening into a self-satisfied grin. 


"Well, I've always thought that Toby and | would make a great match," Mrs. Johnson continued, 
her tone almost conspiratorial. "After all, we do come from the same social circle and have 
similar interests." 


A wave of panic washed over Mommy, her breath catching in her throat as she struggled to 
maintain her composure. 


"|-I'm not sure what you mean," Mommy stammered, her eyes darting nervously to Mrs. 
Johnson's face. 


Leaning in closer, Mrs. Johnson's voice dropped to a hushed whisper, her words laden with a 
subtle promise of security and stability. 


"| mean, wouldn't it be wonderful to have a strapping young husband who could take care of you 
in your old age?" Mrs. Johnson murmured, her gaze piercing through Mommy's facade. 
"Someone who could provide for you and give you everything you've ever wanted." 


In that moment, Mommy's conflicting emotions swirled like a tempest within her, fear and 
longing warring for dominance as the weight of Mrs. Johnson's words settled heavily upon her 
shoulders. As she found herself wandering mindlessly up to Toby's empty room, the echoes of 
their conversation lingered in the air, a haunting reminder of the precarious dance between 
desire and insecurity. 


Mommy sat perched on Toby's bed, her body ensconced in a pair of gray sweat shorts and an 
Adidas tee-shirt, both a size too small, clinging to her curves like a second skin. She had slipped 
into a pair of Toby's black Adidas sneakers, the absence of socks adding a subtle touch of 
intimacy to her ensemble. As she anxiously awaited Toby's return from soccer practice, her 
mind raced with thoughts of how he would perceive her attempt at the ‘girlfriend look’. 


The door creaked open, and Toby sauntered into the room, his eyes immediately drawn to 
Mommy's inspired attire. A sly, twisting smile danced across his lips as he leisurely appraised 
her from head to toe. 


Toby's gaze lingered lasciviously on Mommy's form, his smirk widening as he took in the sight 
before him. 


"It was fine, Mother,” Toby replied nonchalantly, his tone betraying the hint of amusement 
dancing in his eyes. "Thanks for asking." 


Mommy nodded eagerly, her heart fluttering with anticipation. 


"Is there anything | can do for you, Toby? Anything at all?" Mommy inquired, her voice laced 
with a desperate eagerness to please. 


Toby sidled up to her, his arm encircling her waist with possessive familiarity, his gaze piercing 
through her like a predator stalking its prey. 


"Actually, there is. | need you to do a few things for me," Toby stated, his smirk growing wider 
with each passing moment. 


Mommy nodded obediently, her eyes blinkless with anticipation. 


"Of course, Toby. Anything you need," Mommy replied, her voice barely concealing the 
compulsions bubbling within her. 


Toby's smirk deepened, his eyes alight with mischief. 


"First, | need you to stand on one leg," Toby instructed, his tone dripping with a subtle blend of 
authority and amusement. "Then I need you to sing... yes, the National Anthem sounds about 
right." 


Mommy's brows furrowed in confusion, but she obediently lifted one leg off the ground, her 
balance precarious as she assumed a wobbly crane-like pose. Toby chuckled at the sight, 
relishing in the absurdity of the moment. 


Clearing her throat, Mommy hesitated for a moment before tentatively beginning to sing, her 
voice shaky and unsure. As she stumbled through the lyrics, Toby watched with a mix of 
amusement and satisfaction, reveling in his control over his mother. 


The tension in the room was palpable as Mommy struggled to maintain her balance and 
composure, her voice cracking as she fumbled through the anthem. With each faltering note, 
Toby's smirk widened, his satisfaction evident in the smug curve of his lips. 


As Mommy reached the end of the song, she looked up at Toby with tear-filled eyes, her breaths 
coming in ragged gasps. 


"Did | do it, Toby? Did | make you proud?" Mommy pleaded, her voice pathetic and weak in its 
desperation. 


Toby's smirk remained firmly in place as he delivered his response. "Hmm. One more time, | 
think, good girl," Toby declared, his tone dripping with condescension. 


Mommy's heart sank at Toby's words, but she knew better than to argue. With a resigned sigh, 
she prepared to sing the National Anthem once more, her spirit broken but her obedience 
unwavering. As Mommy began to sing again, her voice quivering with uncertainty. 


Toby leaned back in his chair, his gaze fixed upon her with an unsettling intensity. With each 
passing moment, Mommy's resolve wavered, her sense of self eroded by Toby's relentless 
demands. 


Toby smirked, a sly glint in his eye. "Keep going, it's getting better every time." 


Mommy sang, her voice trembling with effort, "J and the rockets' red glare, the bombs bursting 
in air J" her voice cracked slightly, but she soldiered on, "J gave proof through the night that our 
flag was still there J" she paused, looking at toby with anticipation. "Am | doing it right, honey?" 


Toby, rock-hard unto bursting the sheathing, was enjoying the power he held over his mother 
Toby encouraged, "almost there, mommy. Just a few more lines to go." 


Mommy took a deep breath, her voice wavering as she struggled to recall the next line. "S Oh 
say does that star-spangled banner yet wave J" Her voice broke as she continued, "S O'er the 
land of the free J" It cracked again as she finished, "J And the home of the brave J" She looked 
tentatively over at Toby, hoping for approval, her smile weak. 


Toby remarked sarcastically, "good job, honey, you really are being a good girl today. And, you 
even almost got it right." He paused, a smirk playing on his lips. "But | think we need a complete 
work over all your skills. Don't you agree?" 


Mommy, looking defeated, replied, "yes, Toby. Whatever you say." 


With a smug smirk, Toby continued, "now, let's see if you can stand on the other leg for a minute 
without falling over. You can keep wobbling, though, | like that part." 


Mommy sighed, realizing she had no choice but to obey Toby's commands. "Okay, Toby. I'll try 
my best." 


Toby, enjoying the power, responded, "that's the spirit, mommy. You'll do anything | tell you to, 
won't you?" 
Mommy nodded her head obediently. "Yes, Toby. Anything for my sweet boy." 


Toby stood tall and proud next to his narrow bed in his humble bedroom. 
His mother stood on one leg, wobbling and struggling to maintain her balance. 
Toby added with a smirk, "you know, you are still young enough to have more children." 


Mommy looked up at Toby, still panting from her breathy performance. Mommy nervously 
questioned the meaning of this, “Oh, Toby, but you don't mean with you as the father, honey?” 


Toby gripped his mommy's shoulders on both sides, bolstering her wavering balance. “Clever 
girl,” he whispered hotly to her. 


Mommy's face turned pink with embarrassment at Toby's suggestion. She fidgeted with her lush 
weighty scarlet hair nervously, avoiding eye contact with him. Toby smiled smugly at her 
tantalizing reaction. 


Toby continued to exert pressure, “Of course, Mommy. Who else would be a better father for 
your future children?” he cajoled. 


Mommy, flustered, responded, "oh, i don't know, toby. i haven't really thought about having more 
children." 


Toby leaned forward, his gaze intense. "Well, maybe you should start thinking about it. | mean, 
after all, I'm not going to be around forever. You need someone to take care of you when I'm 
gone." 

Mommy's face fell at the mention of Toby leaving her. She reached out to touch his hand. "Oh, 
Toby, you wouldn't really leave me, would you?" she asked, her big mommy bust-line smashing 


against his face. 


Toby smiled up at her reassuringly. "Of course not, Mommy. But you never know what could 
happen. That's why it's important to have a backup plan." 


Mommy nodded, still looking concerned. 


"But enough about that," Toby continued. "| have some more tasks for you to complete. | want 
you to polish my archery set. | haven't thought to do it since last season." 


Mommy obediently returned from balancing on one foot to a normal standing position, still 
looking uneasy. 


"Of course, Toby. I'll get started right away," she replied and turned away. 


But Toby moved in behind her and kissed the back of her arm, taking a firm grip of her hips from 
behind with both hands as well. 


The LIVE AUDIENCE gasped with rapt excitement. 


Mommy froze, unsure of how she was supposed to react. Toby leaned in, hugging the woman 
against his toned, athletic body. 


“Don't forget, Mommy. You belong to me. And | expect you to do as | say.” He whispered 
harshly. 


Mommy nodded weakly, still in shock from Toby's sudden display of affection. Toby released her 
and sat down at his desk, looking pleased with himself. 


“Now go polish the equipment. And make sure you do a dedicated job.” Toby ordered casually. 
Mommy hurried out of the room, still flustered from Toby's advances. 


The LIVE AUDIENCE cheered as the theme music swelled, and in the hallway Mommy caught 
herself looking back at Toby's bedroom door with a mix of fear and adoration. 


She ran down the hall pondering the depths of Toby's manipulation and her own unwavering 


devotion. She shivered as a welcome chill ran down her spine, a reminder of the power 
dynamics at play within her most twisted relationship yet. 


Mommy arrived at Toby's room as the various clocks nesting on the walls of their suburban 
home struck midnight. She was wearing a tight sweater, a pencil skirt, black heels, and heavy 
jewelry. Toby was lying in bed clipping recent newspaper articles and arranging them on a brag 
board. 

“Toby, can | talk to you about tonight?” Mommy asked seductively from the doorway. 


Toby sat up, interested, “Sure. What's on your mind, Mommy?” 


“| just want you to know that | really can be a very good girl, Toby. A girl who will do anything.” 
the woman said quietly, keeping her eyes locked with his, so he could read her intentions. 


Toby raises an eyebrow, intrigued. 


“I know you felt put-off before, but that's all changed. If you want me to be a good girl, Toby, | 
can be. Just tell me who you want Mommy to be,” the woman continued. 


“Well, good girl, there are a few things | can think of..” Toby joked without smiling. 


Mommy left the doorway and trotted over, heels clacking, her bust-line and even the the dense 
facial flesh under her cheekbones shaking with the impact. She put her hands on Toby's 
shoulders seductively. 

“Tell me, Toby. Anything you want.” Mommy whispered huskily. 


“Let's start with that sweater. Why don't you take it off for me?” said Toby, getting serious then. 


Mommy slowly pulled off her sweater, revealing her ample cleavage under her camisole. Toby 
stared at her obedience, clearly enjoying the show. 


Mommy languidly bent at the hips and began to unbutton her skirt. Toby watches intently, 
increasingly aroused. 


“Is this what you want, Toby? Your good girl, doing exactly what you say?” Mommy requested to 
know, while maintaining full eye contact with her one and only number-one boy. 


Toby gulped, then nodded. “Yeah, Mommy. That's exactly what | want.” 


“What do you want me to do, Toby?” Whispered mommy as she stepped out of her skirt, now 
only wearing her camisole, heels, white bikini style panties and heavy jewelry. 


Toby crossed his arms and smirked at her mirthlessly, “You're the one who wants to make it up 
to me. You figure it out.” 


“Yes, Toby.” Mommy nodded, licking her lips and swallowing contritely. “ ...make it up to you... | 


know I've been a stuck-up bitch, but | want to show you that | can be 'such a good mommy’. 
Mommy, leaning heavily on her son, lowered one knee onto the floor, then the other. 
Then locking eyes leaning at the hips, she extended her languid arms. 


She started to minnow her fingers in Toby's pajama bottoms, in order to arrest and bring forth 
her son's already painfully rock-hard cock. 


Toby just watched her. 
Once his thick young rod was free, Mommy looked up at him with a mixture of fear and desire. 


Mommy hesitated one final time, again making eye contact with her son to check for unspoken 
permission before slowly leaning in and taking Toby into her mouth. 


Toby let out a moan of pleasure as Mommy started to move her mouth up and down his shaft. 


For the next few minutes, the only sounds in the room were Toby's moans and Mommy's moans 
and the softest suction as she tries her best to please her son. 


Toby starts to run his hands through her thick scarlet mane, urging her on. 
“That's it, Mom. SSSsss. You love this.” Demanded Toby restlessly. 
Mommy continued to suck him off, feeling a sense of shame and guilt mixed with arousal. 


She knew what she was doing was wrong, but she couldn't help but want to please the man in 
her life. 


Toby was panting and cursing, “I'm gonna cum, Mom. I'm gonna cum in your mouth.” He hissed. 
Mommy doesn't free herself as Toby releases into her mouth, filling it up with his cool cum. 


She swallows every drop, feeling a powerful wave of satisfaction, reassurance and intimacy at 
having pleased her new master. 


“That was pretty good, Mommy. | expect you to do it again in the morning.” Toby said with false 
warmth, or maybe it was real, she couldn't tell anymore. 


Mommy nodded, feeling a sense of dread mixed with excitement about her new life. 
She couldn't help but capitulate before the throne of her son Toby's dominance and power. 


So, Mommy nodded again, silently this time, to herself. Her heart pounding with anticipation, 
and her body was trembling with desire. She wanted Toby, more than anything she had ever 
wanted before. 


Toby watched her, as if reading her mind, and he saw the need in her eyes. He smiled inwardly, 
enjoying the power. “Good. Now, let's get some rest, Mommy. We're going to need it.” He stated 
as a simple fact. 


Mommy nodded again, knowing her big mouth would only get her into trouble. She climbed into 
the narrow bed with her son, her legs still weak from the intense pleasure she had just 
experienced. Sitting up for a moment, she gracefully slipped her camise over her head and onto 
the floor, leaving only her white cotton panties. Her movements calm and controlled. 


Toby watched her as he leaned back in bed, enjoying every second and this sight of her 
undressing for his bed. He could see the way her body moved, the way her bust and arms fit 


perfectly to her torso. 


He felt his arousal growing again. 


Mommy finished preparing and was about to turn over for sleep but Toby stopped her. 
“One more thing.” Toby said. 

Mommy looked over to face him, her heart racing. 

Mommy slowly adjusted herself, her eyes fixed on his. 


Toby reached out and grabbed her by the waist, pulled her large hips towards him. He pressed 
his lips to hers, kissing her deeply and passionately. 


Mommy moaned softly, responding to his kiss with a hunger of her own. She wraps her arms 
around his, and pushed herself even closer. 


Toby broke the kiss, looking at her with cool determination in his eyes. 
“You're my property from now on, Mommy. No going back this time.” 


Toby warned. Mommy nodded rapidly her eyes blinking, feeling a sense of submission and 
surrender wash over her bare skin. Toby was so insistent. She knew that she was in too deep 
now. There was no going back. 


He was the man-of-the-house, and she'd do whatever he wanted. With a final kiss, Toby 
releases her and and they snuggled in for a short rest. 


He knew that the next day would be another day of pleasure and power. 


In the soft hush of the early morning, Toby stood sentinel in his front yard, his senses alert to the 
whispers of the waking world. Clad in a robe reminiscent of those found in the finest hotels, he 
cradled a porcelain mug filled with the lifeblood of morning — coffee, its aromatic tendrils curling 
upwards like wisps of incense in a chapel of solitude. With each sip, he drank in the tranquility of 
the soft morning, yet his eyes, sharp and discerning, scanned the surroundings with a vigilance 
that belied the serenity of the scene. 


In the quaint front garden, an anomaly beckoned from the shadows: the letterbox, typically 
barren, now harbored a missive, its presence a harbinger of intrigue. Toby's curiosity stirred, 
with a cautious hand, he retrieved the telegram. 


The paper was pressed under the old industrial parchment method. 


The telegram bore a watermark: UNGRATEFUL PRISON ESTATES: locked-in, for life 


Absorbing the cryptic origin Toby flipped the telegram over. 


"We know you got to Tandlebolt's before us. No grudges. You outplayed us. One warning - The 
Tandlebolts of the world will be onto you now. Especially after your parade on television and 
newspaper. We cannot protect you, but, if you live long enough, let's play again sometime. - The 
Wise Criminal. P.S. The Old Criminal says hello." 


The corners of Toby's lips curled upward in a knowing smile as he turned the telegram over in 
his hands again. His mind, a labyrinth of calculations and stratagems, whirred with possibilities, 
the telegram was yet another piece in the grand puzzle of existence. A sense of exhilaration 
coursed through his veins, the thrill of the game pulsating like a heartbeat in the stillness of the 
morning. 


With a contemplative sip of his coffee, Toby savored the taste of uncertainty, relishing in the 
dance of the shadows and the light. He felt prepared for a new chapter. 


“UNGRATEFUL PRISON ESTATES: locked-in, for life” 


Toby's gaze drifted skyward, his thoughts adrift on the currents of destiny, as the morning mist 
suddenly lifted all-at-once like a revelation. 


Inside the quaint confines of the Edgeville diner, Toby sauntered through the threshold, greeted 
by the familiar sight of dark red leather booths and the comforting embrace of mahogany trim. 
The cream tile flooring beneath his feet echoed with the hum of conversation, while walls 
comprised entirely of windows cast the scene in a luminous aquarium glow. Across the room, 
Mike awaited his arrival, nestled in a booth with a quiet anticipation that belied the aftermath of 
recent events. Toby slipped into the seat opposite his companion, settling in with the ease of 
familiarity. 


A waitress, with a practiced ease born of years of experience, approached their table, her voice 
a melodic symphony in the bustling diner. 


"What can | get for you guys?" she inquired, her tone a harmonious blend of warmth and 
efficiency. 


Toby, with a confident air that bespoke his unassuming leadership, placed their order without 
hesitation. "Two milkshakes, two slices of pie, and a plate of fries, please," he requested, his 


voice carrying a subtle note of authority. 


But Mike had something on his mind. "I'm not that hungry,” he insisted to Toby, his gaze fixed on 
the tabletop with a quiet humility. 


"You will be," Toby asserted, his unwavering conviction immune to reason. 


As the waitress retreated to fulfill their order, Toby seized the moment to enact a gesture of 
gratitude. With a solemn reverence, he produced a fold of cash — the reward money — Mike's 
share — and pressed it into Mike's hands, an offering for deeds performed in the shadows. 


"Here. Take it," Toby insisted, his voice tinged with a quiet insistence that brooked no argument. 
"You're the one who led the rescue team to the old iron-works entrance. Without you, the 
hostages might not have made it out." 


Mike, visibly moved by the gesture, accepted the offering with a nod of gratitude. "Are you 
sure?" he questioned, his voice laced with disbelief at the amount. 


With a simple nod, Toby affirmed his conviction, his gaze unwavering in its sincerity. "Yeah," he 
affirmed. "You deserve it." 


As their order arrived, Toby prepared to take his leave, but Mike tried to stop him. “You expect 
me to eat this by myself?” 


Toby chuckled and shook his head as he walked across the floor again. He pulled open one of 
the large glass diner doors. Another member of the gang appeared in the form of Colleen — a 
blonde farm-girl with braided ringlets like the horns of a ram and the unassuming grace of a 
champion athlete. She entered the diner and summed up the scene with a twist of her pink lips. 


"Toby, why did you call me here?" she inquired, her voice a sweet melody that danced on the 
air. 


With an easy, familiar tone, Toby explained the situation; a testament to the bond of 
camaraderie forged in the crucible of their shared love of sport. "Mike was the real hero," he 
confessed to Colleen. "But the press has stiffed him over it. So he could really use some 
cheering up." 


Colleen, ever perceptive, nodded in understanding, her eyes alight with quick and sharp 
intelligence. With a cat's grace, she walked over and took her place at the booth. Her mass of 
hair a halo of warm light in an otherwise weary world. 


"So, it was a whole damn escapade," she remarked, her tone a blend of curiosity and 
amusement. She took a french fry and gestured with it before adding, "why didn't you bums 
invite me?" 


Mike brightened up. “We should have! You wouldn't believe what we had to do to burn the old 
mine shaft doors open, plus the time vigilantes tried to kill Schaeffer. We really could have used 
you then.” 


Colleen nodded her head, carefully listening, and selected one of the milkshakes. “What? That 
sounds crazy. How did all this get started?” Mike started eating fries, and he began the story. 


From the open doorway, Toby just smiled, and turned away. As Toby walked down the street, he 
took out the telegram from his pocket and looked at it one more time. Despite the warning, he 
couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement at the prospect of the next game. He tucked the 
telegram back into his pocket and began to whistle, perhaps in anticipation, as he headed for 
the hilly suburbs of Edgeville. 


In the waning light of late afternoon, the living room of their suburban abode exuded a tranquil 
ambiance, accentuated by the soft rustle of pages turning. Toby, ensconced in the comfort of an 
armchair, was engrossed in the pages of “financial magazine”, his focus unwavering as he 
delved into the intricacies of financial wisdom. Perched on his lap, her womanly hips and big 
round Mommy ass, pressing into him, her presence a silent plea for attention amidst the 
quietude of the room. 


"Toby, won't you talk to me?" Mommy's voice, a gentle whisper in the hushed confines of the 
living room, carried a note of longing as she sought to bridge the gap that had grown between 
them. 


Toby, ever the epitome of cool detachment, glanced up from his reading with a casual 
nonchalance. "Sure, Mommy. What's on your mind?" His words, though offered with a veneer of 
politeness, belied the deeper currents of disinterest that coursed beneath the surface. 


But Mommy, her heart heavy with unspoken longing, could not resist the urge to express her 
inner turmoil. "I just can't stop thinking about the way you spoke to me yesterday," she 
confessed, her voice tinged with a hint of vulnerability. "The way you treated me... making me 
stand on one leg."and humiliate myself. It was so commanding, so.. . confident.” 


Toby looked up from his magazine, a sly smile forming on his lips as he gazed into Mommy's 
eyes. "Oh, really? You like that kind of treatment, Mommy?" 


In response, Mommy nodded, her cheeks flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and desire. 
"Young man, | liked it a lot." 


Toby leaned in closer, his gaze intense and penetrating. his breath hot against Mommy's neck. 
Toby decidedly put his magazine aside, “Well then, Mommy, maybe we should do it again. Right 


now. 


Mommy's heart raced as she felt Toby's hands begin to roam over her body. She knew what she 
was doing was wrong, but she could not resist the hot shame of being dominated by her son. 
Mommy whispered in a heavy tone, “Yes, Toby. Whatever you want.” 


Toby glared at her, his eyes cool and fierce. “You really are a worthless bimbo, aren't you 
mommy?” He demanded. 


Mommy swallowed hard, hesitant, trying to speak, “I... 1... mommyisal... I'ma worthless 
bimbo, Toby.” 


Toby took hold of her chin and forced her to look at him, “That's right, Mommy. And what do 
worthless bimbos do?” 


Mommy tried to talk as Toby's fingers pushed her face on one side, thumb on the other. “They 
serve their betters, Toby.” 


Toby continued in soft mockery, as if talking to a delicate pet, “That's right. And who is your 
better, Mommy?” 


“You are, Toby.” Mommy agreed. 


Toby hissed, “Good girl. Now strip for me.” Mommy nodded and obeyed, she stood up feeling a 
mixture of humiliation and arousal. Toby reminded her to maintain eye contact as she carefully 
removed her blouse, then her skirt, then her camisole, then her little white panties, every piece, 
one by one, exposing her body to Toby's hungry gaze. Toby pointed at the floor, “Get on your 
knees, Mommy.” 


Mommy let herself down, her incredibly long legs bending as she got to her knees in front of 
Toby, her eyes fixed on his crotch. 


“Open your mouth.” Toby demanded. Taking out his already wild rod. Mommy complied, taking 
Toby's hard cock in her mouth and beginning to suck obediently. Toby moaned in pleasure, 
running his hands through Mommy's hair as she continued to service him. After several minutes 
of this, Toby pulled Mommy to her feet and bent her over the arm of the sofa. 


Toby, his mouth now full of breathy curses and name-calling, “Now it's time for me to show you 
what a worthless bimbo you really are, Mommy.” 


He entered her from behind, thrusting hard and fast as Mommy moaned and gasped in ecstasy. 
The sound of their flesh slapping together filled the room as Toby pounded Mommy relentlessly. 
Finally, with a triumphant roar, Toby came inside Mommy, filling her with splashing seed. 
Mommy collapsed onto the sofa, panting and spent. 


“Good girl.” Toby offered like a jockey talking to a horse-doe after a race. 


Mommy, lay there on the sofa. She nodded, trying to catch her breath. 


Edgeville the Novelization 
Chapters THE HYDRA'S HOSE 


Three years had passed, and the perfection of the suburban backyard had been very neatly 
achieved. The swimming pool was now populated with tiny revelers of relentless intensity. 
Laughter echoed through the air as children frolicked in the pool, their nannies watching on. The 
sound of splashing water mingled with the cheerful chirping of birds perched in nearby fruit 
trees. There was now a tall wooden fence which divided the manicured blue grass of the pool 
section from the Grecian garden. Toby emerged confidently, walking onto the path, between the 
planted urns and vined trellises, his head held high with an air of self-assurance. 


Close behind him Mommy, adorned in a floral dress and sun hat. Despite the serene 
surroundings, her demeanor betrayed a hint of agitation as she hastily adjusted her always 
impressive but now milk-laden bust-line, indicating a recent interaction between the two. 


As Toby navigated into thicker grass by the line of fruit trees, his foot nearly collided with a 
doorknob-sized garden spigot, its steady stream of water cascading like effervescent 
champagne. Mommy, casting a disdainful glance at the shade trees beyond the property line, 
expressed her longing for rain to quench the garden's thirst and provide relief from the 
oppressive heat. With a mischievous grin, Toby seized the garden hose, adjusting the nozzle to 
a gentle shower setting. As water arced through the air towards Mommy, she attempted to 
evade the spray, only to find herself drenched as Toby skillfully anticipated her movements. 


"Stop it, Toby!" she cried, her voice a mixture of indignation and amusement. "Cease this at 
once! I'm getting drenched!" 


Toby only laughed and continued hosing down the woman, “That's the point, Mommy! You look 
so sexy when you're clothes are soaked!” 


Mommy tried to grab the hose away from Toby, but he held onto it and she couldn't easily 
wrench it from his grip. Then he noticed something. He gestured toward the spigot, which, with 
the water constantly foaming out, did indeed resemble a large animal phallus. 


Mommy was confused as to what her son was trying to indicate, “what? That's just the garden 
spigot.” She pouted, confused. 


Toby continued to grin. “Aw, come on, Mommy, just look at it. It's like a big, hard...” 
Mommy, her cheeks red, her wet floral dress clinging to her and becoming see-through in 


certain places where it clung, cast a reproachful glance at Toby, her eyes rolling in exasperation. 
"Toby. We don''t talk like that," she chided, her voice dripping with disapproval. 


But Toby, undeterred, merely shrugged, a mischievous glint dancing in his eyes. Unwilling to let 
the matter rest, Toby couldn't resist the urge to continue his teasing. "| dare you to put your big 
mouth on this thing, Mommy. You know you want to," he goaded, his words laced with playful 
insistence. 


Mommy recoiled at the suggestion, her expression betraying a mix of surprise and 
apprehension. "Toby, I'm not doing that. What if someone sees us?" she protested, her voice 
tinged with unease. 


But Toby, ever the provocateur, persisted with a grin. "Nobody's gonna see us, good girl. And 
who cares anyway? It's just water. Besides, you are never afraid to try new things," he 
countered, his tone teasing yet persuasive. 


Caught between her son's coaxing and her own sense of propriety, Mommy hesitated, her mind 
racing with conflicting thoughts. She shook her head adamantly. "I am NOT going to drink from 
the garden hose, Toby. That's ridiculous," she declared, her resolve firm, even as a flicker of 
uncertainty crossed her features. Yet, as Toby extended the hose to her with the nonchalance 
of an offering, Mommy couldn't help but waver, her internal struggle laid bare. "Toby, what are 
you doing? This is not suitable for us," she protested weakly, her resistance waning in the face 
of his persistent cajoling. 


Toby smirked, “Come on, mommy. You know you want to stretch that mouth of yours in front of 


me. 


Mommy grew increasingly uncomfortable, she spoke under a tone she had not slipped into for 
years. “Toby, stop it. That's enough.” 


Toby noticed. “What's the matter with you all of a sudden?” 


Mommy answered firmly, “This is not fun, Toby. It's presumptuous. It's not 'us'. You need to-- 
WHAT ?!?! (shrieks)” 


Toby grabbed mommy by the arm and pulled her body close against his. her bust-line smashing 
against his face as he glares up at her, still holding the hose in the other hand. 


“Are you talking back to me?” Toby wondered with wild eyes. 


Mommy struggled against Toby's grip, her eyes wide with fear, “Let me go, Toby! This is not 
okay!” 


Toby's mouth twisted cruelly, “What's the matter, mommy? Good girl can't handle a little 
roughhousing all of a sudden?” He hissed. He squeezed the hose handle, sending a blast of 
foamy water into her face. 


Mommy sputtered and gasped. “Stop it, Toby! You're acting just like a little psycho!” 

Toby's face was wicked. 

Mommy angrily wiped the foam from her chin and cleavage. “This is not fun, Toby. It's ugly.” 
Toby shrugged nonchalantly. “I don't see the difference between this and the other tricks you 
do.” He took a step closer, pressing his body against hers as he has done so many times 


before. 


Mommy struggled to get free, but Toby's grip was too strong. “Let me go, Toby! | * did not * 
marry a creep!” 


Toby leaned in close, his hot breath on her face. He grinned. 


Mommy pushed him away with all her strength creating some space between them, her eyes 
flashing. 


“Now, that's the spirit, Mommy.” Toby said triumphantly. Toby again moved the nozzle closer to 
Mommy's face, the stream of foamy water coming out of it getting stronger and closer to her 
mouth. 


Mommy's eyes widened in alarm, she tried to pull away, but Toby held her firmly in place. 
Mommy panicked. “Toby, | don't think this is a good idea. Please, let go of me.” 


Toby edged the nozzle even closer to Mommy's mouth, causing her to flinch and try to pull away 
again. 


Mommy pleaded desperately then, “Toby, please stop! This isn't funny anymore.” 

Suddenly a defect in the flow-mechanism blasted the full pressure of the water, from ‘foam’ to 
‘shower' to 'BLAST,' causing a sharp torrent to shoot directly into Mommy's mouth and up her 
nose. 


In an instant Toby realized that Mommy thought that last blast was intentional. 


Mommy coughed and sputtered, trying to spit it out, but she had no practice at that. As she was 
coughing and choking, she begged, “Toby, stop it! Mommy can't breathe!” 


Toby desperately hit and smacked the flow control until the water shuts off completely. Toby 
tried, under his breath, already knowing that it would be useless, “That was not me. | did not do 
that.” Mommy was soaked, devastated, inconsolable. 


Forty minutes had passed but Mommy would not budge or speak. Toby, who meant to be 
consoling, was rapidly moving towards self-righteous irritation. Suddenly, Grandma appeared in 
the Grecian garden. She was dressed in a wide-brimmed hat, shielding her from the sun and a 
matching white dress. Despite her age, she was stunning beauty, with bobbed silver hair and 
clear hazel eyes that seemed to be cut from serpentine, their hues shifting like the currents of a 
hidden stream. Her white dress flowed here and hugged there like a visitation from a goddess. 
Her heels click-clacked across the garden path-stones as she walked. She rivaled Mommy in 
stunning beauty and via their shared bloodline, and closely-matched physical proportions. 


The LIVE AUDIENCE assumed that Toby has finally been caught-out by a matriarchal figure 
and they emitted a collective "000000000" sound, as when someone ‘gets in trouble’. 


Grandma noticed the tension and Mommy's lack of responsiveness, "what's going on here?" 
she openly wondered. 


Toby considered saying something conciliatory. He looked to mommy, but she still wouldn't 
engage. Toby turned towards Grandma as she came into his proximity, “Just a little game, 
Grandma, Mommy here wouldn't play along,” was what he decided on. 


Grandma's eyes flickered to Mommy, who was standing there looking away with her arms 
crossed, and then back to Toby, “what game is that?” she asked him. 


Toby smacked the spigot so that it started foaming again. He held it up for Grandma to see. 


“Just a little 'champagne celebration.’ But everyone's special princess here didn't want to 
partake.” Toby explained, leaving out some details. 


Grandma's eyes narrowed, and for a moment, the idea lingered that she might take Mommy's 
side of the argument. But then, with an otherworldly assurance and grace Grandma reached for 
Toby's hand and guides the door-knob sized garden spigot towards herself. Grandma locked 
eyes with Toby. Poignant, full eye-contact. 


With a delicate hand, she turns the switch to 'FOAM PLUS', and an even steadier head of foamy 
water bubbles over like a mighty stout. In the world behind the world Toby heard a music track 
kick in a soft, sultry jazz saxophone to accompany the unfolding demeaning performance. Toby 
Brooks registered pure astonishment. First she wedged it across her ample, wide, bottom lip 
then she managed to rim a seal around the head of the nob by expanding her commissures. 
Then, she edged her gorgeous top lip around the top, finally hiding away the foam-gusher and 
the perforations that allowed the water to escape. Grandma started involuntarily choking as the 
pressure was more than she ever bargained for. “HRRRK!” 


Her cheeks bulged out like a trumpeter's but not a single drop escaped. “mmmm. Mmmmm.. .” 
Like a giraffe, her adam's apple moved up and down — up and down her swan-like throat. Like 


an animal at a watering hole she rhythmically gulps and guzzles. she swallows and swallows 
and swallows for the benefit of her favorite grandson. 


The animatronic heart under Toby's shirt turned red and visibly thumped like a cartoon 
character. 


The LIVE AUDIENCE watched in shock as Grandma finished, and kissed the now completely 
drained spigot. 


She had made sure to keep her eyes in Toby's cross-hairs every single second. 


Mommy's face turned bright red, and she took a step forward, as if to intervene in this bizarre 
side-show. But, just as quickly Mommy realized that there was nothing to be done. 


Grandma lowered her head slightly and averted her eyes towards the ground, thus ending her 
oral demonstration. 


Toby let out a boisterous laugh of pure appreciation. Mommy looked on, trying to weather all 
new levels of shock and disgust. 


Grandma turned to Mommy and explained, “You see, dear, this is what 'women, submit to your 
husband, for the husband rules over you, even as God rules over heaven’ means. You 
promised to serve him the moment you walked down the aisle for him.” 


Mommy shook her head in disbelief, but before she could formulate a response, Toby stepped 
in. 


“That's right, Mommy. You have always called me your 'young man of the house.’ But, if you've 
forgotten what that means, well, maybe Grandma can teach you a thing or two.” 


Grandma nodded in agreement, and Mommy realized that she was up against forces even more 
formidable than she thought. With a heavy heart, she resigned herself to the fact that she must 
do whatever it takes to keep the peace, even if it meant sacrificing her own dignity and 
self-respect. As Grandma and Toby embraced in celebration of their fresh victory, Mommy 
quietly retreated back into the house, feeling defeated and alone. She knew that she had to 
regain control of her life again, but in the meantime, she was at the mercy of her overbearing 
son and his new subservient bitch. 


The tastefully-appointed living room was adorned with glamor portraits of Mommy on every wall. 
Toby entered the front door to cheers from the LIVE AUDIENCE. He noticed his new friend, 
Grandma, sitting alone on the couch in the dark under dimmed lights. He sat down next to her. 
Grandma turned her head slowly and smiled at her boy “Toby.” She took his hand and directed it 
warmly onto her thigh. 


Toby's cheek blushed at the invitation, and he asked, “How did you pull off that trick with the 
water hose earlier? How did you fit the spigot in your mouth and swallow all that H20?” 


The LIVE AUDIENCE chuckled at the colloquial use of "H20." 


Toby went on excitedly, “I was so impressed! How did you do it?” Grandma nodded politely and 
waited for a requisite time to ensure her boy had finished speaking. Then she answered 
seductively her voice low her beautiful face warm and intimately close to his, 


“Well, Toby, it wasn't really my act. | used to be a snake charmer in an all-women's circus. And 
my closest confidant was a world-renowned sword-swallowing woman. When we ran out of 
things to do, she taught me ‘mind over matter’. It's a psycho-tropic tool, a concept, and even a 
school of thought.” She began stroking his hair. “But I'm sure you already knew that, my smart 
boy.” 


Toby's face registered that he was both impressed and intrigued. “So, should your girl sleep in 
one of the guest rooms? Or.. .” Then, for effect, Grandma looked around calmly but tentatively, 
as if she were a lost horse-doe in a strange new forest. “Or, should | go sleep in your room? Or.. 
.” She removed her hand from stroking her boy's hair to languidly point behind her shoulder in 
the direction of his home-office — “I sleep in your office. Waiting for you. Keeping your chair nice 
and warm like a good little secretary?” Toby's eyes widened as he considered her offer. His eyes 
wandered as he looked down the blouse of her white sun dress, taking in her ample, admirable 
cleavage. Grandma politely nodded at Toby's indiscretion. She arched her back and leaned 
toward him even further, making pleased purring noises as her boy ogled her to his heart's 
content. She held this swanning position, in case her young man wanted more. Grandma 
continued, “Because, Toby, honey. When Grandma is your secretary, it means Grandma has to 
follow every single one of your instructions, baby.” She puckered her lips and spoke in a soft, 
affected voice as she cooed to him. “Every. Single. One.” 


Toby gulped and looked up at her face again. Grandma politely nodded at Toby as he locked 
eyes with her. She waited the requisite amount of time in case her boy wished to instruct her. 
Grandma leaned her lips against Toby's ear and, in a confidential tone. “Are you going to slap a 
Pan Am uniform policy on poor Secretary Grandma, honey?” Toby hesitated for a moment, his 
mind racing. 


“Yes.” he answered in a heated voice. The mature woman started unbuttoning her sun dress. 
Toby couldn't help but gawk as Grandma stood up and slipped out of her dress, revealing the 
silk slip and incredible body underneath. She moved with a grace and fluidity that belied her 
age. Grandma spoke calmly as if Toby was booking a reservation, “Of course, Toby. I'll need to 
go out and buy the appropriate attire. And you'll have to be specific about what you want. Do 
you have a particular type of uniform in mind, honey?” 


Toby felt a surge of excitement at the thought of Grandma donning a Pan Am uniform. 


Toby eagerly began, “Something form-fitting. With a short skirt.” 


Grandma nodded, her facial expression a transfixed stare. She continued blankly, “And 
stockings, Toby? And high heels?” 


Toby's face flushed as he realized he could dress this mature woman however he wanted. 


“Y-yes.” He started stammering, “I mean, no stockings, | prefer your bare legs, otherwise that 
would be...appropriate.” 


Grandma raised an eyebrow, “Then I'll make sure to pick up a pair of demeaning stilettos, too. 
All in hopes of your approval.” Toby could hardly contain himself as he watched Grandma slip 
back into her dress. “I'll be dressed up and waiting for you tonight, Toby. In your office.” 


Grandma nodded and then, seeing that her boy was giving unspoken permission for her to 
depart turned toward the front door, intent on her shopping. 


000 --- 000 COSTUME: 

A sexy secretary in the 'Pan Am style’ might wear: 

A form-fitting pencil skirt that hits just below the knee 
A crisp, button-down blouse with a collar and cuffs 

A tailored blazer or cardigan 

High heels, either pumps or strappy sandals 

Bare Legs 

A wide belt to accentuate the waist 

A strand of pearls or other simple necklace 

A vintage handbag or clutch 

Single application of bright red lipstick to complete the classic pin-up look. 
000 --- 000 


She had exited, leaving Toby with a sense of anticipation and desire he'd never quite 
experienced before. Toby took a deep breath and tried to steady himself. He could hardly grasp 
the sudden turn his relationship with Grandma had taken. He felt a mix of excitement and guilt, 
but he couldn't deny the intense, new desire driving him. Sitting down in his office chair, Toby 
closed his eyes, picturing Grandma in a Pan Am uniform, with stilettos. She would be in here 
waiting for him. His body reacted involuntarily, his pants grew tight. Suddenly, there was a knock 
at the door. Toby jumped up, startled. 


Toby's house stood as a testament to his newfound prosperity, the addition of a new wing 
signaling his elevated fortunes. Yet within its walls, a subtle tension simmered. Toby heard some 
voices from outside, then from the living room, but then Mike entered alone. 


"Hey, Toby," Mike's greeting was obligatory, his eyes were on the polished furnishings of Toby's 
new office. There were shelves, adorned with framed accolades, trophies, and the subtle glint of 
gold, whispered of Toby's ascent, a stark contrast to Mike's canvas hunting jacket from the 
surplus store. He'd clearly been living on his own. "Your luck seems to have taken a turn for the 
better, hasn't it? Almost like magic." Mike mused. 


Toby's response was a measured, veneer of calm. This was his office. 


Mike wandered over to one of the display shelves, he put his hand on his knee, and bent lower 
to take a friendly look. And he continued, “Been thinking about the old case again. Things really 
turned around for you after that, didn't they?” Toby's gaze flitted to the wall safe, it was closed 
and locked. Its contents a closely guarded secret, a small golden pyramid artifact nestled 
among mundane papers. 


Unbeknownst to Toby, the silent specter of Rossi, transformed into a zombie-like apparition, 
bore witness to his every move from the shadows outside. Toby took his time, then answered 
his old friend coldly, “Things have gone well. | can arrange another pay-out. If that's what you're 
building up to.” 


Mike thought about this for a moment, then stood up straight again. “Let's leave it for now. Okay 
to say hello to the little ones and ladies on the way out?” 


“They'd like that.” Toby answered, using all the power of a true neutral. Mike clicked his teeth 
and departed from the office. 


With Mike out of the way, Toby took a deep breath, marched over to his wall-safe, set the 
combination, turned the key and flipped open his office safe. The golden pyramid artifact was 
still there, right where he had left it. After a moment of relief, he handled it in one hand, as if 
making sure that it was undamaged and unchanged. 


“What am | doing,” the boy asked himself. Toby hefted the thing. His obsession with guarding 
the artifact was getting out of control. He shook his head at his own lack of self-control and 
placed the golden pyramid carefully but heavily on his polished mahogany desk. 

In his absorption Toby was unaware of the lurker in the side yard just outside the window behind 
his desk-chair. Whomsoever was standing there was close to the glass and staring. As he 
prepared to close the wall-safe door Toby noticed the shadow — the movement out of the corner 
of his eye. He turned to the window. 

He jumped in surprise. 


There was a shadow. 


Someone was outside in the side yard. 


“Who the hell is that?” Toby whispered to himself. Toby retrieved a second item from his open 
safe, a steely revolver. He checked it, but then it dawned on him. He could not possibly fire 
without endangering, or at least alarming, the little ones, the nannies, maids and of course his 
mommy. 


Toby rolled his shoulders and prepared to make his voice casual, “Mike, could | see you for a 
minute.” 


Mike reentered and saw the lurker, but he also noticed the revolver, the open safe and... the 
artifact. 


Toby shook his head, “We can talk about it later. For now, get that trespasser out of here. For 
my family, Mike.” 


Mike quickly took a step forward and sized up the lurker. He twisted up his face in disgust as he 
recognized who was standing outside the window. Viper Rossi. But something was very wrong. 
Where once was a man now stood an animated corpse. Viper Rossi's once sturdy, muscular 
frame now bore all the hallmarks of decay. Shackles hung loosely from his wrists, remnants of 
his time as an inmate. He must have escaped the Grateful Estates while still alive, or why 
should they have shackled him in death. His pants were caked in mud and grime, evidence of 
his journey from the grave. His leather jacket, once a symbol of his rebellious spirit, was now 
damaged, burnt, and torn, barely recognizable. Despite Mike and Toby encroaching on the 
window’s glass, Viper Rossi remained unresponsive, his eyes staring blankly ahead as if fixated 
on some distant horizon. His presence sent shivers down Mike's spine, a stark reminder of the 
horrors lurking in the shadows of their once idyllic town. As Mike struggled to comprehend the 
sight before him, he knew that confronting the reanimated corpse would be no easy task. But for 
the sake of Toby's family, the little children, and the warm, smiling women who had served him 
tea or beer so many times, he had to find a way — to rid their home of this unholy intruder. 


Mike nodded to himself and said, “It's Rossi alright.... but, something's wrong with him, man.” 


“Get rid of him, | don't care if you have to donkey-throw him over the front gate. | will watch him 
from here while you get in position.” said Toby, training the revolver. 


Mike agreed and scrambled out of the office, charting his path towards the lurker. 


In the side-yard, Mike approached Viper, who appeared even more zombie-like up close. The 
once familiar features of Viper Rossi were now distorted by decay and disarray. "Rossi? What's 
gotten into you?" Mike's voice carried a note of concern, but Viper remained unresponsive, his 
vacant gaze fixed ahead. Attempting to drag Viper away from the house, Mike encountered 
resistance. Viper's movements were slow and sluggish, as if guided by some otherworldly force. 


With the practicality of a seasoned wrestler Mike hoisted Viper over the front gate. Viper landed 
in a heap on the other side. Mike waited and watched but Rossi's body seemed to have 
returned to its proper state as a corpse. It lay, completely motionless on the pavement on the 
other side of the gate. Mike narrowed his eyes and then turned to make his way back towards 
the house. But Viper suddenly sprang to life, lunging at him, shooting an arm between the bars 
of the gate with an inhuman scream. Mike cursed under his breath, grappling with Viper's 
unexpected attack. Just as it seemed Mike might be overpowered, a swift, precise sound cut 
through the air. Two arrows streaked past like giant wasps, narrowly missing Mike's head. The 
arrows found their mark in Viper's extremities, causing him to release Mike. A third arrow 
followed suit, striking a vital spot with deadly accuracy. Toby came into view, armed with his 
trusty pistol and archery gear. With a steady hand, he knocked another arrow, ready for 
whatever might come next. As Mike regained his footing, Toby stood like a silent guardian. 
Together, they watched as Viper, defeated and disoriented, shambled away into the distance. 


Mike was huffing and puffing, “We need to talk.” 


“| know, but first | need to go and pay a visit to the Wise Criminal. I'd like to know just what the 
hell Rossi is doing out of prison again.” said Toby, continuing to scan the grounds for any Rossi 
confederates. 


Mike twisted his face into a mask of incredulity, “You would leave the little ones and the ladies 
alone at a time like this? With Rossi 'on the loose’?” He asked. 


“He won't be on the loose, because you're going to follow him.” Toby explained as wind blew 
over leaves which had fallen due to lack of rain. 


The UNGRATEFUL PRISON ESTATES loomed over the landscape. 


A fortress from a bygone era. Its imposing stone walls, punctuated by tall towers and 
battlements, spoke of the previous era. Yet, despite its formidable appearance, the prison was 
known to be dedicated to fairness and humane treatment, a testament to the diligence of its 
caretakers. The prison's visitation area was humble, in contrast to the grandeur of the exterior. 
The room was Spartan. Round tables illuminated by harsh fluorescent lights. A guard stood vigil 
in the corner, a silent observer to their conversation. Toby sat across from the Wise Criminal. 


"That first year when you sent the Christmas care package," the Wise Criminal reminisced, his 
beard framing his weathered face, "myself and the Old Criminal lived like kings for two weeks or 
more. | thought it was a distinctive mark of class when you did not repeat the gesture the 
following year." 


Toby made himself relaxed on the chair. “And how is Old Criminal?” He asked. 


The Wise Criminal made his face nonchalant, then he shrugged. “He died in here.” 


“Then should we not start referring to him as 'Dead Criminal’?” Toby asked. Then he got his 
fingernails under the lid of a wheel-like cookie tin. 


The Wise Criminal tried to keep a straight face, but broke out into a belly laugh, wagging his 
finger at Toby's gallows humor. The two men took to eating from the open tin of cookies that sat 
between them. 


Wise Criminal nodded to himself appreciatively as he chewed. “These are excellent. | like that 
there are four distinctive kinds. You can sort of eat-around - there is a variety to it. From your 
lovely, lovely wife?” He assumed. 

Toby shook his head, “No, Mrs. Johnson from down the street.” 

The Wise Criminal chuckled, “Ah! The ‘neighborhood MILF’, huh?” 

Both men continue to select cookies and eat-around the compartments of the wheel. The Wise 
Criminal brushed his hands together, “But | don't think you drove all this way to talk of 


Christmas, cookies, and MILFs, huh?” 


“Viper Rossi is back. He showed up, uninvited, at my home. And let's just say, from what | knew 
of him, he did not look like himself. What did they do to him in here?” Toby wondered. 


But, Wise Criminal shook his head, “I thought you understood. When you cast him down, 
rightfully so, but when you cast him down he became known as scum-of-all-scum. Not only for 
what he did to those people but for being smashed up so easily by, no offense, a mere boy. No 
prison would take him after that. He goes to Redmaine Institute.” 

Toby gestured in resignation, “Well, what does he want with me?” 

Wise Criminal scoffed, “That paperweight you keep hidden in your safe, | should think.” 

Toby looked around to make certain that the guard was not overly interested in the conversation 
or the 'paperweight'. Toby shook his head in frustration, “so, he knows about that. But why now 


all of a sudden?” 


Wise Criminal leaned forward earnestly. “Because, it's time with you has come to an end. These 
people follow the stars. And the stars say there will be another change very soon.” 


Toby shrunk in on himself and crossed his arms. “Well, they can't have it.” 


Wise Criminal agreed, “no, they cannot. But give it away, Toby. Or lose it or drop it. Even 
Tandlebolt let the matter go when you liberated it from him.” 


Toby looked unconvinced. 


Wise Criminal hung his head as he pulled the wheel of cookies towards him, and resealed its tin 
lid, “Go to the Redmaine Institute, see if what you find there changes your mind. If it doesn't... 
(shrugs) then we've done all we can.” Just as they finished their conversation, the guard 
signaled the end of the visitation period. Toby and Wise Criminal exchanged a nod before they 
parted ways. A stomach punch would not have been permitted. 


Toby marched out of the room and into the parking lot. He weighed his confrontation with Viper 
Rossi over again in his mind. Behind two rows of high fences, the afternoon work crew of 
prisoners were breaking down slate. 


“This ten-pound hammer,” cried out their foreman as the hammers came down in unison. 
crack! 
“Killed my father,” he sang, and the hammers came down again. 


crack 


“But it couldn't kill me, buddy,” went the corcadent verse. All men brought down their hammers 
in unison. All men honored the law of the song, regardless of race, home-state, or gang 
affiliation. 


They followed it, all of them together, because it made the guards uncomfortable. The guards 
had not yet stopped them because they could not yet put into words why prisoner unity was a 
problem greater than the Ungrateful Prison Estates was built to withstand. 


crack 


“It couldn't kill me.” 


The town-car navigated the winding path. The dust spun as Toby slammed the breaks. There 
was a gulf of air at the abrupt termination of the road. The earth gave way to a sheer cliff. 
Stepping out onto the gravelly ground, Toby approached cautiously, his gaze fixated on the 
gaping maw below, a crater that seemed to devour the very essence of the land. 


He wondered what this must look like from above, the devastation, the tragic grandeur. How had 
this failed to make the news — the SDF reports? A symphony of destruction had played out here, 
the once verdant landscape now a desolate expanse of jagged rocks and charred earth. 


Wisps of smoke ascended like mournful specters from the remnants of what might have been a 
thriving community. Kneeling at the precipice, Toby's brow furrowed with a mixture of 
apprehension and bewilderment. His whispered inquiry hung in the air, a solitary plea for 
comprehension amidst the chaos that surrounded him. 


But there was no answer here and no Redmaine Institute. 


Only Toby, as a solitary figure against the backdrop of desolation. 


Perched atop a small hill, the cemetery had been commissioned and built by Edgeville's original 
town fathers. Serene, as it looked over a grassy expanse. An intentionally humble footpath led 
up to it. The air was hot from lack of rain, but there was a warm breeze thanks to the altitude. 


Among the headstones knelt a lovely young woman, Suzy Apples, clad in her fresh, gray and 
white Edgeville Academy uniform. Her straight blonde hair caught the sunlight, casting a soft 
halo around her delicate features. 


An Archery Club band was wrapped tightly around her upper arm. Suzy knelt before a 
new-seeming marble tombstone, her prayer-stone atop it, a symbol of remembrance and 
reverence. Toby pulled aside the small gate which broke the line of the stone wall. He 
considered leaving it open, but decided against this option due to recent events. 


Toby placed his own polished funerary stone next to Suzy's, then he nodded at the burning 
funerary paper in the tombstone’s hearth, a silent offering to the departed. Standing beside 
Suzy, he observed her presence. She had had to cultivate resilience amidst loss and was no 
longer a child. She had become a teenager with a serious mind. Toby could only hope this 
would serve her well. 


Their conversation turned to the past, a reflection on memories both cherished and painful. 


Suzy, who was posing side-saddle on the cool Kentucky grass, observed, "| wanted people to 
forgive him," Suzy spoke softly, but her voice carried a volcanic anger. "But instead, they've 
forgotten he ever existed." 


"They'll remember," Toby reassured her, his gaze shifting to the blue and cloudless sky above. 
"When they see your poise, when they see what you will accomplish at school. It will be a 
powerful reminder, | promise you that." 


Suzy leans her cheek against Toby's hand, a silent acknowledgment of his support. "Don't ever 
make the mistake he did, Toby," she implored. "I don't want to lose two brothers in the same 
lifetime." 


Toby pondered her words, his gaze scanning the other residents of the cemetery. "Money is a 
funny thing, Suzy," he reflected. "We can't prosper without it, and we can't acquire it without 
‘stealing’ — always, on some level, stealing. But | won't let what happened to Johnny happen to 
us. Not again." 


The confines of the modest hilltop cemetery stood separate from the beauty of the landscape, 
much like the divide between the short lives of the dead and the endless futures of the living. ... 
In the heart of the sprawling suburban manor, where the echoes of recent renovations still 
lingered, the day unfurled with a muted dignity. This house, which had been a testament to the 
worthiness of its founding couple, rang hollow in her ears. 


In their ‘old’ living room (old because it was part of the home that had gone largely unchanged 
but for the addition of all her ‘blown-up’ and framed covers), stood Mommy. There had been so 
many covers after she married Toby. 


“Affairs” 


Then again after getting the house redone, “Better Homes and Gardens”, and yet again when 
she was fully pregnant “Saturday Evening Post”. That was how she had known things were 
going right. So right. An event of everyday proportions was about to unfold, she had had to do 
this sort of thing before. And, she was still young. The protagonist of our tale, known to her 
acquaintances simply as Brooksie, stood with a grace that belied her inner turmoil. She was a 
woman of striking appearance, whose self-assuredness was as much a part of her as the 
luxurious garments she wore. Yet beneath this veneer of confidence lay a vulnerability. 


A wound had been inflicted, not by fate, but by the carelessness of those who had failed to 
properly recognize the depth of her worth. She was the Golden Goose. She was the Fleece. 
She was the Brass Ring. She was all of that together, and more. On this particular afternoon, 
the stillness of the Brooks manor was broken by a shrill ring— It was a device, one of the latest 
conveniences—a rotary phone, and it stood on its own little pedestal. The ring was hollow, but 
Mommy had already finalized her decision. Mommy approached the telephone with a measured 
step, her movements betraying none of the urgency that the call might have warranted. Picking 
up the receiver, she brought it close, her voice a whisper that carried the weight unspoken. 


"Hello?" she intoned, her voice projecting out, into the cosmos with all the practiced precision of 
a scientist conducting an experiment, as if casting a line into the vast expanse of time, in search 
of a sign or an omen. 


The voice that answered was that of the bank manager from the Edgeville Bank, a man 
accustomed to deference from others. Not today. His voice was shaking with unease. 


The power dynamics of their conversation was not lost on either party. "Hello? Hello. This is the 
bank manager here in Edgeville," he began, for such was his planned greeting. But no amount 
of formality could save him. 


"Yes, | know. Thank you for returning my call. Now listen carefully..." Mommy replied, her words 
measured, each syllable a testament to her resolve. In this exchange, she was not merely a 
client speaking to a banker; she was a woman asserting her place in a world that had, too often, 
sought to diminish her. The conversation that followed was a delicate dance of words and wills, 


where Mommy laid bare her grievances not with the petulance of the slighted but with the 
dignity of one who knows her value. She spoke of matters that might have seemed trivial to an 
outsider—issues of finance and etiquette, of investments and interpersonal slights. Yet, in the 
context of her life, these were but the battlegrounds on which her pride had been needlessly 
wounded. As the call concluded, Mommy replaced the receiver with a gentle click, the sound 
marking the end of the encounter but not a true resolution. She stood for a moment in 
contemplation, her silhouette framed against the opulent backdrop of her home. 


30,000 years ago ancestral humans found themselves underground. This was considered to be 
the first event in geo-history. In the womb-like embrace of the cavern, they huddled together, 
weeping by the flickering glow of fire. This was the first room, this was the den, trying to stay 
warm together. 


Soon, pangs of hunger drove them. With ingenuity born of necessity, they gathered provisions, 
kindled flames, and fashioned rudimentary tools to prepare their meals. This was the second 
room, this was the kitchen. They scoured the cavern's recesses for sustenance, coaxing forth 
flame to illuminate their surroundings. 


Within the confines of the cavern, humans remembered but forgot, discovered but rediscovered, 
invented and reinvented. It was a long time before they found the garden in the depths of the 
earth, where darkness reigned supreme. ancestral humans stumbled upon a remarkable 
sight—a cavern bathed in the soft glow of sunlight filtering through a natural skylight. This 
unexpected oasis, hidden beneath the surface, greeted them like an old friend, offering refuge 
from the bleak reality of the subterranean world. 


There, amidst the cool shadows and gentle warmth of sunlight, life flourished in abundance. 
Lush greenery carpeted the floor, punctuated by vibrant blooms of every hue. Strange and 
wondrous species, unremembered, reached towards the light, their leaves shimmering in the 
golden rays. The eldest humans fell to their knees and begged Persephone to forgive them, 
while the children only laughed and ran splashing through the bubbling springs and streamlits. 
This was the third room, and it was called many things. 


Soon after finding the garden, the tribe's children found a likely tunnel, also kissed with light 
from above, like the garden, and there they started drawing on the walls. These were the first 
geo-historians, and from that tunnel; the library, the museum, the art gallery, the archives, the 
monument.. All of them, built as a bridge between ancestors and descendents. Between 
memory and the unknown. 


The Geo-historians of today have come to an agreement as to the next point in the timeline. For 
the first time since taking refuge in the cavern, ancestral humans would venture forth, perhaps 
in search of the next garden, or perhaps that had been the plan all along. 


But there, where the mud-flats met the desert, a terror waited for them. A revelation, 
five-thousand feet high, an artificial mountain set at a forty-five degree angle Most men ran 
away, others fell to the ground, screaming. The geo-historians clutched the sides of their head 
and screamed and roared in awe as many truths, visions, and visitations swam before them. To 
them, this was the next room. But there had been precursors, there had been geo-historians 
long before them, lost to time, and for them this had been the final room. 


The precursors were closely connected to stone. They could hear its song in what today might 
be called signal harmonics. They traveled the earth and studied certain mountains who’s signal 
was Clear and uninterrupted. Either in reverence or in blasphemy, they thought they could 
recreate this design. They built an artificial mountain. 


The first free-standing structure the geo-historians ever saw was not a mud-hut, or lean-to made 
of sticks. 


Modern Geo-history students all learn this quote, as it has been handed down. ‘Steel in the age 
of bronze, steel in the age of iron, steel in the age of gold, and steel in the age of iron, again’. 


All students of geo-history have been taught to memorize this simple phrase by rout. Because, 
the blacksmiths, born after the rediscovery of the signal-station never intended to become 
blacksmiths. They were intrepid returners. They continued the original mission of the first people 
to leave the cave. Many folktales were spawned after sighting a blacksmith. The dwarves. The 
giants. They were the first to return underground, for they suspected many more secrets were 
buried there. Next came the mines, next came the refinery, the smithy, the armory, the vault. 
And sometimes, a limited run of steel. 


From the mines came mine-carts, from mine-carts the railways. And, from the vault came the 
bank. Though his ready defiance prevented him from true and diligent scholarship, geo-history 
had fascinated him early-on. He had spent many hours going over the written material, even 
devising some thoughts and insights of his own. 


All of this to say, Toby Brooks knew what a bank was. The bank's marble floors promulgated the 
sound of clicks and other tabulations, sounds that had recently started singing to Toby. The 
neoclassical columns held up not only the vaulted ceiling but the very sky itself. 


The labyrinth of American financial machinations was something Toby thought he could 
navigate, even were so many others could not. Toby, adorned in the unmistakable uniform of the 
SDF, a blue coat over a black dress shirt with a stiff, standing collar, found himself engaged in a 
brief exchange with the teller—a guardian of secrets as inscrutable as the Sphinx herself. 


"I'm sorry, sir, | can't disclose any information about our other clients' accounts,” said the teller, 
her words lost in the vast emptiness of the hall. 


"| understand. Thank you anyway," Toby replied with a quick grin, as if he did not have a care in 
the world. As he turned, his gaze caught a familiar silhouette—Mommy, entering the bank with 
the air of someone accustomed to trotting through enemy-lines unscathed. The bank manager 

appeared through a door of wood and glass, a Charon, ready to ferry the woman across a river 
of red tape. 


The man bowed awkwardly and jerkily, but repeatedly. In this way he welcomed her and led her 
back through the door and into the VIP area—a realm as sought after as the library of Babel, a 
place where people could secure their futures. 


"What is she doing here?" Toby murmured to himself, a flicker of unease crossing his face. The 
doors to the VIP area closed behind her, leaving Toby in a world of unanswered questions. "I 
understand..." 


Toby said again to the teller, his voice betraying none of the frustration that knotted his stomach. 
But then he realized he had repeated himself. He slapped his SDF gloves across his palm. 


The bank manager's office exuded an air of sophistication, with its polished wood paneling and 
plush leather chairs. On the entry-side, the decor was adorned with elegant touches, while on 
the other side of the manager's desk, neatly stacked file folders created a fortress-like barrier. 
The bank manager, his brow furrowed in concentration, trundled along and found his seat 
behind his large tin desk, he made a final, cursory check that the wanted papers had been 
spread out beforehand. Mommy trotted in a second later, as if she had gotten lost, her presence 
as radiant as ever, her pert demeanor adding a touch of hunger to the room. She gracefully 
settled into one of the plush leather armchairs reserved for VIP clients, leaving the identical 
chair next to her conspicuously empty. 


The bank manager, peering over his pensive glasses, held a tiny golf-pencil in one hand while 
gesturing at the paperwork in front of him. "First things first," he began, his tone businesslike. 
"Please state your full legal name. Paperwork, paperwork." 


Mommy paused, gathering her thoughts before responding slowly, "My name is Mrs. Miss 
Brooksie Brooks." 


The bank manager, pausing in his note-taking, peered at her over the rim of his glasses. 
"Forgive me," he said condescendingly, "but | believe you said 'Miss' twice." 


Mommy straightened in her chair, blinked, then said in a low voice, "No, | didn't. 'Mrs.' is a prefix. 
It means | am a married woman. 'Miss' is because my mother wanted to name me ‘Missy’, but 
there was a mistake on the birth certificate, and, at the time everyone concluded that, since the 
fates had spoken, it was better left alone. So, | wound up having to live with it. My last name is 
‘Brooks’, after my grandfathers family, of course. But all the gals at my finishing school called me 
‘Brooksie'’, so | had my first name legally changed by old Judge Palmer. But then, all those years 


later, there was yet another mistake on the paperwork, leaving me with two first names: 'Miss 


and 'Brooksie'. 


The bank manager, exasperated, responded, "Really, madam, it is quite impossible for me to 
write that.” The man shook his head as if regretting getting out of bed that morning. “Let's put 
this aside." He closed the folder with papers and placed it dismissively out of reach. "Alright. 
Please, in simple terms. Explain to me just one more time what the bank can do for you." 


"It's quite simple," Mommy replied. "I wish to sell my home... for cash." 


The bank manager, flustered, continued, "But madam, the inherent valuation of the house itself 
compared to what someone would pay for it... The issue is that modern people are of a mind to 
move out of towns like Edgeville and not into them. Keeping the house would mean wealth and 
security for you and your children and their children for generations to come." He paused, 
calming himself. "Madam, | am no great thinker, but | am trained in finance. What | am looking at 
is the revenue stream analysis, which was adopted last year, assuming, in trust, your land, the 
home, and structures built upon it as well as bonds, bills, and other interconnected intangibles. 
This... this is a work of genius." He shook the folder for effect. "This is the American dream, 
madam." 


"Nevertheless, | find that | am in need of some quick cash," Mommy replied. "I plan to drop off 
my four small children at a European private school," she said, her voice lowering to a 
confidential tone, "one of the nicer ones, then travel the world... Alone. A woman ought to see 
Paris and Egypt if she can." 


The Bank Manager, resigned to his fate, closed his folder. Suddenly, a light-bulb went off in his 
head. "Wait, wait," he said, leaning forward. "A moment ago you advised me to list you as Mrs. 
But didn't Mr. Brooks pass away two years ago? In this search for 'quick cash,' could you not 
access an insurance settlement or--" 


Mommy cut him off firmly, "I am not currently 'Mrs.' because of that man. | am 'Mrs. Brooks' 
because of my son, Toby Brooks, whom | married after my first husband's death." She looked 


wistful, as if thinking of a more rosy time. 


Taken aback, the Bank Manager stuttered, "Really, madam, both your name and your request 
are quite impossible." 


"Nevertheless," Mommy replied, "I find that | am in need of some quick cash. European private 
schools are not cheap and they do not give a bulk-discount." 


"But, it's all impossible, really quite impossible..." the Bank Manager trailed off. 


The closed door to the manager's office unbolted, shaken in its frame, and then slid open. Toby 
Brooks walked confidently into the bank manager's office, his black leather boots soft and 


deliberate against the polished tile floor. His freshly pressed SDF uniform, its crisp fabric 
hugging his muscular young body cut him in quite a frame. Toby's wet-look hairstyle was a 
departure from his usual wild, faux hawk style. His dark hair was slicked back, emphasizing the 
sharp intelligence of his features. His clean-shaven face and chiseled jawline imbued him an air 
of authority that makes even the bank manager sit up a little straighter. 


Toby's coat was a deep navy blue, the high-collared shirt was neatly tucked into his pants. The 
shirt has two epaulets on each shoulder, denoting his rank within the SDF. On his left breast, 
Toby wore a patch depicting a red and gold shield with a sword and eagle, which identified him 
as a member of the SDF's Special Forces unit. Toby's pants were tailored to fit him perfectly, 
with a crisp crease running down the center of each leg. 


The pants tucked into a pair of black combat boots, which were polished to a high shine. 
Around his waist, Toby wore a thick black belt with a silver buckle, which suspended a holster 
for his sidearm. Additionally, a pair of folded black gloves are neatly tucked into the pocket of his 
jacket. 


Mommy's mouth agape, her face turning pale, she stammers, "Toby..." 


The bank manager, stuttering, addresses him, "M-m-Master Toby..." The bank manager 
extended his hand from behind his desk. 


Toby ignored them both and took his place in the leather chair next to Mommy, balanced a boot 
on his knee and settled in comfortably. The manager nodded back at this obvious and 


unexpected snub, a look of respect mingled with dread on his face. 


"Master Toby, | had no idea we were expecting you," the bank manager said, his tone 
deferential. 


Mommy looked away then, not wanting to deal with the situation. 


"You know, | Inadvertently overheard something as | was entering," Toby said coolly. "That's 
what | want to discuss." 


Mommy's worry crept in, she clenched her fists and looked away harder. 

"Yes?" the bank manager said. 

Toby kept everyone waiting in cool silence. The bank manager took out his handkerchief square 
and dabbed the sweat off his forehead. Toby then gestured towards the folder in front of the 


manager. "Open your folder. | assume you have a pen?" 


The bank manager hesitantly reached into his inner-coat pocket and brought forth a shiny black 
fountain pen. 


"Mrs. Brooksie Brooks'," Toby stated with a calmness and precision that indicated he was 
actually on quite the opposite end of the emotional spectrum. 

The bank manager wrote furiously. "Mrs. Brooksie Brooks," he repeated, his hand trembling 
slightly. 

"My wife," Toby added, a hint of pride in his voice. 

Mommy's eyes widened with surprise and gratitude as she finally turned her head around. 
"Now, about that loan," Toby says to the bank manager, leaning forward. 

The bank manager nervously responds, "I'm afraid | can't help you, Master Toby. Your wife did 
not fill out the proper forms or follow our preliminary procedures. Besides, as your licensed fiscal 
advisor, | cannot allow you to take part in a transaction that can only lead to your own financial 


ruin." 


Toby's tone grew firmer. "Let me explain something to you. My wife is a woman of status and 
merit, tied to the history and people of this town. She is also the love of my life." 


The bank manager stammered, "I-I-| understand that, sir, but the rules are the rules." 


Toby's smile turned cruel. "Let me tell you something else. | will not stand idly by while my wife 
is treated unfairly.” 


The bank manager swallowed hard, understanding the seriousness of the situation. 

"Now, let's start over. What do you need from us to make this loan happen?" Toby demanded. 
The bank manager, flustered, responds, "Well, we would need some additional paperwork, of 
course. The bank would have to act as the preliminary 'buyer' of the house. And we would have 
to review your credit history..." 


Toby nodded, standing up. "Get to it." 


The bank manager, confused but relieved, nodded as well. "| could use the hard-line and call 
headquarters. ..." 


Toby smiled approvingly. "Good. And next time Mrs. Brooks tells you to do something, hop to it 
without all this rigmarole." 


"Thank you, Toby," Mommy said softly. 


The Bank Manager nodded vigorously. "Yes, yes, of course. We'll take care of everything." 


Toby looked at the bank manager one last time to make sure of things. "See? It isn't difficult." 


Mommy reached out from her seated post and wrapped her long, expressive fingers over Toby's 
forearm. "No, it isn't difficult," she said very softly. 


But as the Bank Manager scuttled over and opened the door with shaking hands, he found the 
Alderman already standing in his way. 


"Well, well, well. If it isn't our town's former hero Toby Brooks and his lovely wife," the Alderman 
said, smiling smugly. 


Toby looked at the Alderman with suspicion. "What do you want?" 

"Just thought I'd stop by and see how the other half lives," the Alderman shrugged. 

"We don't have time for you today. We have business to attend to," Mommy said, tensing up. 
"Oh, I'm sure you do. Selling your house this time, is it?" the Alderman said, smiling wider. 


"That's none of your concern," Toby said, stepping forward. The Alderman corralled the bank 
manager back into the office and closed the door again behind them. 


"No? Seems to me that | am on the board of this bank. It also seems to me that | don't 
remember this bank being in the business of buying houses," the Alderman said. 


"And | seem to remember that the bank bought old Mitchel's estate from him, and for more than 
it was worth," Toby countered. 


"Ah, but he was a war veteran,” the Alderman said, smiling cruelly. 


Toby nodded back at the Alderman's words, then turned toward Mommy, who was still seated 
like a perch on her high-backed chair. 


"A war veteran?" Toby said, confidentially. "What was the first medal you received, Mommy? In 
the aftermath of the mill fire tragedy, The 'Florence Nightingale Medal?" 


Mommy gazed at Toby. "That's the one." 
"Then you were deployed to the front-lines after that," Toby said. 
"No, we couldn't. The u-boats came up the river," Mommy replied. 


"Of course. That's right, they gave you The Croix de Guerre for that escapade," Toby said. 


"| love that one. It has a little bird on it," Mommy said. 
The Alderman balled his fists and looked flummoxed. "Regardless, the seller must also have 
recognizable employment in case the bank is forced to reverse the sale. That's just policy," the 


Alderman insisted. 


"Mommy? | heard from Better Homes and Gardens magazine. They are going to reprint the 
issue you were in as part of their upcoming anniversary," Toby said to Mommy. 


"Again? That's flattering," Mommy replied. 

"| forget how much Vanity is offering, not to mention the Saturday Evening Post," Toby said to 
Mommy. Then he turned to the Alderman. "How about you, Alderman, has your face sold any 
magazines lately?" 

The bank manager, pale as a ghost, trundled closer to the Alderman and whispered loudly. "Just 
let it drop, you'll never win against him. And if the rest of the board finds out you pushed things 


this far..." 


The Alderman stomped his foot and pointed an angry fist at Toby. "You won't always be there to 
protect her!" he shouted. 


Toby closed the half-step between them and squared off menacingly with the Alderman. "In fact, 
| will," Toby said in his Lieutenant of the SDF, savior of the town, and pretty good in a fight voice. 


The Alderman cursed and ran out, the office door left swinging. Mommy sat satisfied in the 
leather chair, arranging her mane of hair. Toby stood next to her, radiating a cool confidence. 


"Well, that was certainly... interesting,” the Bank Manager said, clearing his throat. 
Toby turned to the bank manager. "And the sale?" 


The bank manager nodded. "Yes, yes. Everything will be made orderly. The paperwork will be 
processed immediately." 


Mommy interrupted. "Belay that. I've changed my mind." 
The bank manager spluttered. "After all that!?" 
"Is there a problem with my mother changing her mind?" Toby asked. 


The bank manager shook his head at being had again. He then retreated rapidly, out the door, 
leaving the two alone. 


"Did you see their faces?" Mommy asked. 

"Yes, | did notice that.” answered Toby nonchalantly. 

“They never expected my brave, strong boy to defend me." She purred, running her gloved 
hand over his lapel. Mommy admitted, with a shift in her seat, that it had been quite thrilling to 
watch. Pausing, she turned to Toby. “Toby?” 

"What is it, Mommy?" Toby asked, concerned. 

"When was the last time you took me out for some ice cream?" Mommy inquired. 

Toby laughed. "Let's go right now." 

They shared a passionate embrace as they prepared to leave the bank, hand in hand. 
Outside, the sun was shining, making the world seem brighter. 

"What flavor of ice cream would you like, Mommy?" Toby asked, smiling. 

"Surprise me, Toby," Mommy replied, grinning. 


"Alright, Mommy. Prepare yourself," Toby said slyly. They arrived at the downtown ice-cream 
parlor, where Toby held the door open for Mommy as they entered. 


Mommy greeted the women behind the counter in a light, lilting French accent. 


"Rebonjour!" she exclaimed. Then she whispered to Toby, touching his arm, “look at them, they 
are all so jealous." 


Seated together on a park bench, each with a comically oversized ice-cream cone, Mommy 
suggested something playful. “Do you want me to try and fit yours in my mouth right here, in 
public? | will, you know.” 


Toby navigated the conversation properly this time. 


"Let's stick to my room for things like that from now on, Mommy. And even then, only if you want 
to," Toby said softly. 


Mommy seemed very satisfied. 


“Right answer.” She took a quick lick of her ice cream, and together they watched over the 
hustle and bustle of the happy little town of Edgeville. 


Edgeville the Novelization 
Chapter6 Under the Dune Wastes 


"| know a thing about a man 

who's been to hell and back again 
can't tell his momma where he's been 
don't play no game that I can't win" 


As that afternoon turned to evening, Toby found himself seated behind the desk in his home 
office, his mind buzzing with anticipation. He could hardly wait to see Grandma in her Pan Am 
uniform. He tried to concentrate, and closed his eyes. 


His body reacted involuntarily, and he could feel his pants growing tight. Finally, there came a 
soft, muted, knocking at the door. He opened his eyes narrowly and watched as Grandma 

pulled the door open and stole inside, dressed in a tight-fitting 'Pan Am uniform’ and stiletto-style 
heels. 

She pulled the door closed behind her, and dared a few meek steps before standing straighter 
and presenting herself to her new boss. The short skirt clings to her curves, emphasizing her 
bare legs, and the heels add inches to her height. 

Toby was breathless, “You look amazing, grandma.” 


Grandma bowed her chin demurely, “thank you... sir.” 


Toby rose carefully from his chair and approached the prostrating woman. He caught her 
perfume, a heady mix of floral and musk, and his body responded to her hot proximity. 


“You know what to do,” the boy commanded huskily. 


Without a word, secretary Grandma knelt in front of Toby, looked up at him for unspoken 
permission, then she unzipped her grandson's pants. 


As she freed his stick-shift-like cock she gasped, her eyes wide, her lips quivering. 


His shaft was as thick and strong as a cylinder, like a can of soda capped by his own throbbing 
cock-head. Toby hardly recognized his own member; it was more charged up with pressure than 


he had ever seen. Grandma, looking scared, readjusted herself, preparing to contend with her 
grandsons not-so-little monster. It stuck straight up at the ceiling and refused to angle down. 
Despite the logistics she forced the head and shaft past her lips, vibrating edges of her teeth 
just scraping by as she tried desperately to accommodate him. Toby covered his face with one 
hand making low animal noises at the mix of discomfort with slowly building ecstasy and power. 


“grk... grk... grk,” Grandma mouthed. Her tongue pinned under his rod. first her lips, then her 
now cramped mouth, then as his cock impossibly seems to extend even further, the back of the 
mature woman's throat. 


Toby, with sweat and grunts, could not stop himself. He wondered what was happening to his 
anatomy. Was this 'mind over matter’? Was this even real? Grandma finally freed her mouth 
and, as noticing Toby's stare, her eyes began to glow an orange/gold as she gazed adoringly up 
at him. 


“Do you like what you see, Toby?” 


Toby nodded, but was unable to speak. Toby placed both his hands over his grandmother's 
short-cut silver haired skull like a goalie if grandma's head was the ball. He held her like a vice 
and started a slow, rhythmic, punishing thrust. 


“mmph! mmph! mmph!!” Grandma noised-off as every thrust violated her throat. possibly she 
was protesting. possibly she was playing up the scene for her Grandsons benefit and pleasure. 


The pyramid shaped artifact started pulsing in a glowing gold color that cast light inside the safe 
confines of Toby's wall safe. Toby leaned in and kissed Grandma passionately, their bodies 
entwined in desire. Toby continues his punishing thrusts, his hips moving back and forth in a 
hypnotic rhythm. Grandma's head bobbed up and down, her throat working to take cock as her 
grandson fucked her face. She gagged and choked on his length, but Toby didn't stop. 


He was lost in a delirious haze of lust and power. Grandma decided to free herself. She slowly 
extracted her grandson's cock by pulling back with her long neck. She gazed up at him in spent 
wonder, gasping for breath, “Toby...please...oh, Toby... Toby...” she blubbered. 


Toby — his face — seemed meaner. Not-quite-himself. Toby reached out and gripped the back of 
her neck as she tried to rise to meet him, like an angel in a Renaissance painting. But he guided 
her right back down. He deterministically lined up her mouth with his cock-head again, and he 
aimed. The previously unshakable Grandma gulped up at him as her luminescent orange eyes 
shook in panic. 


“toby, oh...please... god... no,” Grandma whimpered. 


“Shut up, Grandma.” He answered, cold as ice. He pushed her head back down onto his cock, 
forcing it back into her mouth. Grandma gagged and struggled, but Toby held her in place, 


controlling her movement with a firm grip on the back of her neck. His thrusts became faster and 
he started to 'stick-the-landing' every time. 

Grandma's eyes began to water as she struggled “Toby, please...not like this...” the bitch 
begged him telepathically, through their shared connection. But Toby would not listen, even 
then. He repositioned her head and thrust his cock back into her throat, causing her to choke 
and gag again. She struggled against him, but he held her firmly in place, using her as nothing 
more than a receptacle for his pleasure. “Toby...please...stop...” Grandma telepathically, spoke 
again, directly into her demon-lover's mind. 


Toby ignored her pleas, lost in his own ecstasy. He thrust harder and deeper, his moans growing 
louder and more intense. The office began to fill with the sound of their frenzied coupling. 
“Grandma needs air, sweetie, honey ...| can't...” The woman, with the silky straight silver-haired 
set in a bob, telepathically begged. But Toby finally burst into orgasm. splashes of impossible 
thick glue-like seed squeezed out of his cock in thick clusters, spherical and round which 
lump-down Grandma's throat as she waves her lovely long fingered hands about in ineffectual 
panic. Grandma's throat distorted, like golf-balls pushed through a garden hose, as she 
swallowed and swallowed down, gulping golf-ball sized seed after golf-ball sized seed. ... Toby 
lay there, panting and sweating, Grandma pulled away from him. She gave a curt nod as she 
looked down at him. “My, my, Sir. | must say, you've exceeded even my highest expectations. 
That was quite the impressive display of... control.” noted Grandma from an adjacent crawling 
position looking down at him as her silky hair shifted across her brow. Toby, was still catching his 
breath, and he looked up at her, his eyes reflecting a mix of spent pleasure but also guilt. He 
knew he had given in to his darker impulses with her, and yet he couldn't help but feel grateful 
for the release it had provided him. “Grandma, I... | don't know what to say. That was... intense.” 
he offered, practically falling asleep on the floor. Grandma clucked softly and leaned down to 
place a gentle kiss on his forehead. “It's alright, Toby. | understand.” Toby nodded but his guilt 
continued, over his roughhousing, yes, but even more-so the resulting pleasure. He told himself 
that part of what he had just experienced was a result of 'mind over matter’. Grandma, sensed 
his unease, and placed a comforting hand on his shoulder. “Don't worry, Toby. | know this may 
seem... unconventional to you, but trust me, it's all part of a process. The mind is a powerful 
tool, and if you learn to harness it properly, there's no limit to what you can achieve.” Toby 
looked up at her. It occurred to him that Grandma had a hidden agenda but, after what had just 
happened, he didn't want to bring it up. She looked at the boy unable to deny his intense power, 
she felt it when he was using her. ... Grandma's voice was thrumming behind the closed office 
door. She was making exaggerated moaning sounds. “Oh, hell, Toby! God! Just like that? You're 
an animal!” the woman grunted. Meanwhile Mommy stood in the small, windowless hallway 
outside the office, her lovely face drifting uncertainly toward Toby's home office door. Her placid 
brow was wrinkled, her expression unsure, as she registered the strange, unexpected sounds 
emanating from within. She pressed her ear softly to listen closer, and thought of calling out. 
But, as the office sofa thumped against the office wall, Mommy flinched, her eyes widening in 
shock. What in the world could be going on in there? She wondered, her mind populated by 
unwelcome possibilities. The sounds seemed out of place, she out to know what her own home 
sounded like, and she hesitated, reluctant to open the door and confront whatever lay beyond. 
So, she remained outside the office, her curiosity piqued but tempered by a hint of 


apprehension. With each thump and thud, Mommy's face shifted from uncertainty to surprise, 
her thoughts consumed by the mystery unfolding behind the closed door. 


THUNK THUNK THUNK 


Mommy was paralyzed in disbelief to the office sofa slamming against the wall and all the 
sounds coming from within. 


“That's right, Toby, take what's yours!” an all-too familiar voice grunted from the other side of the 
door. 


“What is that old bitch up to this time?” wondered Mommy, a hand on her hip. Mommy 
shuddered and took a deep breath, trying to compose herself. 


“God! God! Toby!” Came her mother's voice again, louder and even more exaggerated. Mommy 
shook her head, "I don't need to listen to this." So, Mommy turned and walked away from the 
door. 
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The morning sun cast a warm glow over Toby's charming house, its white picket fence standing 
proudly against the backdrop of a clear sky. The cheerful chirping of birds provided a serene 
soundtrack to the scene. Inside the cozy kitchen dinette, Toby, Mommy, and Grandma sat 
around the oval table. The boy seemed unaware of the thick, unspoken tensions, like hickory 
smoke in the air. 


Grandma, her demeanor gracious but calculated, took a delicate sip of her tea before 
addressing Toby with a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. 


"Oh, Toby, dear," she began, her voice dripping with sugary sweetness. "Last night was simply 
earth-shattering. | wish | could stay here with you forever." 


Mommy, ever astute, raised a discerning eyebrow, her suspicions rising to the surface as she 
regarded Grandma with a wary gaze. 


"And precisely why is it that you cannot stay, Mother?" Mommy inquired, her tone laced with the 
unsubtle hint that she too was born into a family of detectives. Grandma set down her tea cup 
with an air of practiced poise, crossed her legs the other way, and, with an artful flourish as she 
met Mommy's gaze, a coy smile playing on her lips. 


"My, my, whatever do you mean, Brooksie?" Grandma replied, her voice dripping with feigned 
innocence. 


Meanwhile, Toby, oblivious to the tension between the two women, eagerly joined the 
conversation, his enthusiasm bubbling over as he suggested plans for their next outing. "I had a 
great time too, Grandma," Toby interjected, his voice brimming with excitement. "What 
adventure should we try out next?" 


Mommy did not want to change the subject away from her line of questioning but before she 
could interject, Grandma dismissed her with a wave of her hand. 


"You worry too much, Brooksie," Grandma chimed in, her words laden with reassurance. "Toby 
and | share an extra-special bond, but you know I can never stay in one place very long." 


Mommy's suspicions lingered. 


Toby's infectious enthusiasm swept through the room as he proposed daring activities for their 
next excursion. "How about cliff-diving? Or skydiving?" Toby suggested eagerly, his eyes 
sparkling with anticipation. 


Grandma guffawed indulgently at Toby's fervor, her laughter ringing out through the house. The 
quadruplets were out on a day-trip. 


Grandma approached Toby's office door with a sense of purpose, her steps deliberate and 
measured. However, as she reached the doorknob, she found it to be an unexpected 
obstacle—the door was locked. 


She attempted to turn the knob several times, but it stubbornly refused to yield. Just as her 
frustration began to mount, the unmistakable figure of a maid, noticeably pregnant, emerged 
behind her. 


The Maid's presence caught Grandma off guard, and she turned to face her with a forced smile, 
masking her irritation. 


"Oh, hello there," Grandma greeted, her tone polite but tinged with annoyance. "I was just 
attempting to gain entry to my grandson's office, but it appears to be locked." 


The maid's expression remained impassive as she responded, her voice laced with just a hint of 
deference. "I'm sorry, ma'am, but | cannot permit entry without proper authorization," the Maid 
explained. 


Grandma's frustration bubbled to the surface, her patience wearing thin as she attempted to 
assert her authority. "But | have an appointment... with Toby," Grandma insisted, her tone 
growing more insistent. "He's expecting me." 


The Maid maintained her composure, unmoved by Grandma's protestations. "I'm afraid | cannot 
make any exceptions without Master Toby's prior approval," the Maid replied calmly. 


Grandma cast a calculating glance at the Maid, sizing her up with a hint of disdain. "This young 
woman won't pose a problem," Grandma muttered to herself, her mind already formulating a 
plan. Inside the living room, Grandma and the Maid settled onto the couch, the atmosphere 
initially cordial and relaxed. They engaged in light conversation, sharing anecdotes and 
laughter, until Grandma seized her opportunity. With a whispered trigger phrase, "Princess 
Pocahontas," Grandma activated the hidden command Toby had installed within the psyche of 
the poor girl, causing the Maid to freeze in place, her movements stilled by an unseen force. 


"What have you done to me?" The Maid struggled to articulate, her voice strained with confusion 
and fear. 


Grandma, her expression apologetic yet resolute, leaned in and planted a kiss on the Maid's 
exotic, soft lips, a gesture meant to soothe and manipulate in equal measure. "I'm sorry, dear," 
Grandma murmured softly, in her voice of resignation. "But it was necessary." 


With deft precision, Grandma retrieved the key-ring from the Maid's waist, the keys jangling 
softly as they slipped into her possession. 


Dazed and disoriented, the Maid offered no resistance, her compliance enforced by Grandma's 
many layers of overt and subtle influence. "What are you going to do?" the Maid whispered, her 
words barely audible as Grandma prepared to depart. 


"Whatever | must," Grandma replied solemnly, her tone laden with purpose. With the keys in 
hand, Grandma made her exit, leaving the Maid alone and bewildered on the couch, her mind 
clouded by confusion and uncertainty. 


Mike, rugged and weary from sleepless nights spent tracking a zombie, stood atop a windswept 
hill. Two twisting trees framed his view, their branches swaying gently in the breeze. Tall grass 
rustled around him, and a well-worn deer path meandered through the landscape. Then he 
spread his hunting jacket on the ground and lay upon it, his gaze fixed intently through the lens 
of a collapsible telescope. Through the telescope's lens, Mike observed Grandma, a woman of 
mature allure, engaged in a clandestine meeting with Viper Rossi, a zombified figure. Mike's jaw 
clenched with frustration as he witnessed Grandma displaying a golden pyramid artifact to Viper 
Rossi, presumably as some form of authentication or bargaining chip. 


"Son of a bitch," Mike muttered under his breath, his teeth gritted in anger. "She's got the 
pyramid?" He continued to watch, his eyes narrowed with suspicion, as Grandma and Viper 
Rossi exchanged words and gestures. Suddenly, his attention was diverted by the arrival of a 
worn green Volvo, which pulled up to the clearing. With a weary sigh Grandma ducked through 
an open door and into the vehicle, while Viper Rossi ambled off into the desolate wastelands. 


"Come on, come on," Mike muttered impatiently, his frustration mounting as Grandma drove 
away, leaving him with more questions than answers. With a sense of urgency, Mike sprang to 
his feet and hastily collapsed the telescope, his mind racing with the need to confirm his 
suspicions. He knew he must act quickly if he was to uncover the truth behind Grandma's 
mysterious rendezvous. Upon reaching the bottom of the hill, Mike hopped atop a waiting 
motorcycle, the engine roaring to life as it sped off into the distance. 


Moments later, Mike burst through the doors of the Brooks Manor, his breath coming in ragged 
gasps as he surveyed the scene before him. The living room was dimly lit, the air heavy with 
tension. His eyes fell upon the figure of the Maid, slumped on the couch, her expression vacant 
and eyes glazed over. He approached her, attempting to elicit a response, but she remained 
unresponsive, lost in her own turmoil. 


"What the hell?" Mike murmured incredulously, his heart pounding in his chest as he took in the 
unsettling sight before him. 


Mike charged towards Toby's home office, his footsteps echoing off the walls of the grand 
estate. The office door stood ajar, a silent invitation to uncover the truth that lay within. As he 
reached out his hand, he paused for a moment to gather himself before pushing it open. His 
instincts were on high alert as he entered the office, his gaze was drawn to the sight of the open 
safe, a clear sign that the betrayal he suspected really had occurred. 


Alarm coursed through him, as he closed the distance to the safe. Upon closer inspection, his 
eyes fell upon a ‘broken heart' logo calling card, its message clear yet cryptic, nailed to the wall 
with a letter opener. His brow furrowed, his mind guessing at the meaning behind the ominous 
symbol. Without hesitation, Mike spun around and seized the office phone, his fingers dialing 
the number for the general store with a sense of urgency that brooked no delay. 


The voice of a young man, Schaffer, answered on the other end, his tone apprehensive against 
the urgency in Mike's voice. 


"Listen," Mike urged urgently into the receiver, his eyes darting back to the open safe. "Give the 
boys this message: 'Find Toby Brooks." 


There was a moment of stunned silence on the other end of the line, Schaffer clearly taken 
aback by the abruptness of Mike's words. 


"Okay, I'll let them know," Schaffer replied nervously, his voice trembling slightly. "Is everything 
alright?" 


Mike shook his head, a grim expression crossing his features as he hung up the phone. 


"No," he muttered to himself, the weight of the situation settling heavily upon him. "Nothing's 
alright. Toby's in real trouble this time, and I think we may be too." 


In the heart of the Cave of Evil, only darkness reigned, pierced only by the ethereal glow then 
emanating from the pyramid-shaped artifact clutched tightly in Grandma's trembling hands. The 
cavernous space was thin with oppressive silence that seemed to swallow up every noise. This, 
broken only by the faint echoes of Grandma's footsteps as she sought her rendezvous. 


Grandma's face was an interplay of delicate features, each contributing to an enviable, 
captivating appearance. Starting with her forehead, smooth and broad, gently sloping down to 
meet her silvery-white eyebrows, which were elegantly arched and sat just above her 
almond-shaped eyes; a mesmerizing shade of hazel, framed by long, thick lashes that 
accentuated their depth and expressiveness. The bridge of her nose was straight and slender, 
leading down to a softly rounded tip. Her cheeks were high and well-defined, with a subtle flush 
of color that hinted at her vitality. Her lips were full and shapely, with a natural rosy hue that 
complemented her complexion. Finally, her jawline was defined yet graceful, tapering to a 
delicate chin that added a touch of femininity to her overall appearance. Together, these 
features combined to create a face that was both strikingly beautiful and unmistakably unique. 
Against all logic, it was a face that had been frequently betrayed, abandoned, tricked — left at 
the altar. 


Before her stood the towering form of the Ape/Snake/Devil, a monstrous entity that seems to 
embody the very essence of darkness itself. Its eyes gleaming with an otherworldly light as it 
gazed down at Grandma's silver-white bob with a mixture of curiosity and malevolence. 
Grandma extended the golden pyramid artifact towards the creature, her hand trembling with a 
mixture of fear and anticipation. 


With a hiss of satisfaction, the creature reached out and snatched the artifact from her grasp, its 
clawed fingers curling around the ancient relic with a possessive fervor. 


But as Grandma watched, a sinking feeling of dread began to gnaw at her insides. The creature 
made no move to fulfill its end of the bargain, instead turning away from her with a dismissive 
flick of its tail. "Hey! We had a deal!" Grandma's voice rang out in the oppressive silence of the 
cave, her tone filled with a ready indignation. 


The Ape/Snake/Devil paused, its twisted features contorting into a snarl of annoyance as it 
turned to face Grandma once more. With slow, deliberate movements, it begins to advance 
towards her, its massive bulk casting even longer shadows across the cavern floor. 


"Easy, easy now," Grandma murmured, her voice barely above a whisper as she edged 
backwards, her eyes fixed on the approaching creature with a mixture of terror and defiance. 
But the creature showed no signs of relenting, its snarl growing louder and more committed with 
each step it took. With a sudden lunge, it closed the distance between them, its razor-sharp 
claws slashing through the air with deadly precision. As Grandma stared into the abyss of its 
gaping maw, a single thought echoed through her mind. 


"Oh no," she whispered, her voice barely audible above the roar of the creature's fury. Then, 
with a final lunge, darkness consumed her, and the world faded to black. 


To drive west from the town plaza of Edgeville was to encounter an unclaimed stretch of the 
valley, dense with fast-growing oak trees. In that direction lay the industrial park and the laundry, 
for those bold enough to navigate the obscure and unmarked turn-offs. The trees eventually 
gave way to a brief expanse of grass before yielding to agriculture, the fields often muddy due to 
deliberate flooding employed in cultivation. However, heading south from the plaza led to a 
riverside village, complete with wooden docks, a saloon, and modest cottages offering views of 
the river where families lived and worked. 


Fishing remained a viable livelihood, both in the river and out at sea, supported by a refrigerated 
warehouse. Turning eastward, one encountered the shady hills, home to three neighborhoods of 
suburban houses, including the prestigious Brook's estate, largely constructed by the town's 
founding families. Nestled among these hills was the graveyard, occupying one of the smaller 
elevations. 


Yet, a road diverged from the hills, stretching all the way to the salt flats. The salt flats extended 
for miles, an inhospitable terrain unsuitable for vacationers. Somewhere within their barren 
expanse lay the Dune Wastes, a peculiar anomaly of the landscape that defied easy discovery, 
even in daylight. But at the edge of the salt flats where Toby prowled, shadows deepened, and 
the only illumination stemmed from the faint glimmer of distant stars. Their feeble light cast a 
dim glow upon the barren landscape, where the nightly wind whipped through, carrying with it 
the chill of darkness. 


It was here that he found them. Standing at the edge, the Dune Wastes stretched out like a vast 
sea. Beneath those undulating waves of sand, in rare and ever-shifting locations, ancient 
catacombs would suddenly emerge. These subterranean labyrinths, pushed upward by a 
dormant, searing heat from far below the surface, greeted Toby at the edge of their realm. He 
beheld a rare spectacle: a sky blackened and endless above a lost labyrinth, with dancing 
dunes encircling it like conspirators in a nighttime parade, poised to reclaim the land as their 
own. As Toby approached an abandoned Volvo, his senses heightened, alert to any signs of 
danger lurking in the darkness. 


The vehicle stood silent and still against the backdrop of the desolate wasteland, its presence a 
stark contrast to the surrounding emptiness. Toby's hand tested the hood, guessing how long it 


had waited there, all alone, by the lack of heat beneath his fingertips. He surveyed the area with 
a steely gaze. Suddenly, a glowing caught Toby's attention, its eerie orange light piercing 
through the darkness like a beacon. 


Without hesitation, he turned his focus towards the mysterious phenomenon, his determination 
driving him forward into the unknown. But just before he could kick-it into high gear, Mike, 
Colleen, and Suzy, their figures silhouetted against the dim orange light, emerged from the deep 
shadow of the dune wastes. 


Toby's friends approached him cautiously, their expressions a mixture of concern and relief as 
they rallied around their leader. 


"Out here all alone, again, Toby?" Mike's cutting sarcasm, a relic of their old, familiar 
camaraderie. 


"| have to check something out. | don't want to put anyone else in danger," Toby replied, his tone 
serious and resolute as he addressed his friends. 


"That's what you said last time, and I've never lived it down," Mike retorted. 


"Come on, Toby. We're on the same team. You should know better than to leave us out after 
everything we've been through,” Colleen interjected with her trademark sagacity, her counsel 
held in reverent regard by Toby, who recognized her wisdom as akin to that of a saintly healer or 
nurturing guardian, her logic unquestionable in his eyes. 


"And you saved me once, Toby. It's only fair that we have a chance to return the favor," Suzy 
Apples added, her daring Academy uniform adorned with ribbons, one bare arm exposed while 
the other held an archery-club ox-bow already strung. 


Standing shoulder to shoulder with Colleen, no one would call her little anymore. Toby hesitated 
for a moment, weighing his options before nodding in agreement. "Alright. But stay close, and 
be ready for anything," he instructed, his tone firm and authoritative. Then as he turned toward 
the orange glow he said, “spread out everyone, we'll cover more ground that way.” 


Grandma's silver-white hair was sullied with sweat and sand, her long-necked figure bedraggled 
and exhausted as she crawled through the darkness. Despite her weariness, she pressed on 
with a fierce determination to survive, her will to live driving her forward even in the face of 
overwhelming odds. Suddenly, Toby's urgent footsteps echoed through the night, and 
Grandma's heart leaped with hope as she heard his familiar voice calling out to her. 


With a burst of renewed energy, she pushed herself forward, her eyes scanning the darkness for 
any sign of her rescuer. As Toby rushed to Grandma's side, he slid to his knees beside her, 
catching her frail body in his arms as she collapsed against him. 


"Grandma," he whispered lovingly, his voice filled with warmth and concern as he gently stroked 
her hair clean. 


"Baby boy," Grandma murmured, shaking her head weakly. "This is my fault. All my fault." 


Toby's face was warm and easy, he brushed aside any notion of self-recrimination or hard 
feelings, focusing instead on getting his mother's mother to safety. "What are you talking about? 
Nothing is your fault. Let's get you home," he insisted, his voice filled with reassurance as he 
helped Grandma to her feet. But before they could make their escape, the ground beneath them 
began to shake violently, then it crumbled completely, right beneath their feet. 


They plummeted downward as rocks tumbled around them in a deafening cacophony. Sucked 
into an abyss, they were then squeezed on all sides as they rode the nightmarish descent via 
dry, drowning quicksand. The soft landing offered little comfort. Toby barely had a chance to 
check on his girl before a blinding orange light pierced through the darkness, illuminating the 
tunnels beneath the dunes with an otherworldly glow. 


"It's here," Grandma whispered, her voice trembling with fear as she clung to Toby's arm. As 
Toby turned to confront the source of the disturbance, his heart sank with dread at the sight that 
greeted him. Standing before them was the monstrous form of the Ape/Snake/Devil, its towering 
figure bathed in the eerie orange light as it loomed over them with malevolent intent. "Kill," the 
creature growled, its bellow shaking the tunnels like a death knell as it pointed a clawed finger in 
Grandma's direction. Toby's heart raced as he faced the towering Ape/Snake/Devil, its 
malevolent intent palpable in the air. 


The boy swiftly unfastened the lower buttons of his uniform, allowing him easier access to the 
pommel of his own ox-bow. With a swift motion, he jerked the bow forth and brandished it in 
defiance. "I don't think so," he declared, his voice defiant with lethal determination. The 
Ape/Snake/Devil only played at being slow. Out of nothingness it dragged a great bronze 
scimitar. Then it was done playing, it flew into the air thirty-feet, and aiming to land the blade on 
his girl. Toby saw through its move and leapt in at the intercession point. Bracing his opposing 
forearm under the branch of his bow, Toby raised it as a shield, and locked-in against the 
impending attack. 


A deafening SMASH CRACK filled the air as the monstrous scimitar crashed down, embedding 
itself into the ground. Toby's knees threatened to buckle under the impact, but with sheer 
determination, he held his ground, every muscle in his body tensed with effort. 


"Shit," he muttered through gritted teeth, as the ineffable pressure of what promised to be his 
final gasp of desperate life bore down on him. 


From the other side of the void, the voice of the Avatar of Rossi called out to him. "Is that all you 
got, kid? You make a mockery of our Battle." 


Toby's gaze shifted, and he beheld three celestial Avatars, bathed in ghostly light. There was 
Rossi, all dressed in white as if on his way to a springtime wedding, hair cropped sure and neat, 
young of face and purified. But the Avatar of Rossi just smiled and turned away, with one last 
look at his former adversary. 


The second avatar was naked but for gossamer and ethereal steam. This, Avatar of Sister, 
spoke solemnly, her words carrying a weight of regret. "I told you, ‘Little’. This world is no place 
for us." 


"Big'? Big sis?" Toby forgot his battle, his voice wavered with longing. He reached out to the 
apparition before him with his free hand. 


There was a third avatar. The most handsome young man, in his funerary dress. His hair 
combed, made perfect and soft. This, Avatar of Johnny Apples, was the last to reveal his 
identity, his expression filled with remorse. "I took the money just like you said. But, | guess | just 
never really could live with the guilt. Sorry | let you down. Do me a favor and look after my 
mother, and especially Suzy. Okay?" 


"Johnny... Johnny," Toby whispered, his voice choked with emotion as he grappled with regret. 
How he yearned to talk to his friend again. Orange flickering light wnere shadows danced 
across the cavern walls like specters. 


A boy holding off a monster beyond all reckoning. A beautiful woman cringing behind him. Three 
celestial Avatars stood side by side, their presence ethereal and otherworldly. One had already 
delivered his message and turned away. The tension between Toby and the Devil-thing was 
about to reach its peak, the Avatars watched silently, their gaze penetrating and knowing. This is 
where Toby Brooks would die. 


The avatar of Johnny Apples turned away, satisfied as to the outcome of the confrontation. 


His form and Rossi's shimmered faintly into the orange light that bathed the cavern. Only one 
Avatar, the Sister, remained, her translucent figure glowing stronger amidst the darkness. 


Her voice, a haunting melody. 
Resonant. 


"Every time it rains, do you still think of me?" She asked, "or, could it be, there's someone else 
you're seeing? Or were we ‘never really here’, never really here ... after all?" 


Toby's heart ached as he remembered the sound of her voice. He had allowed himself to forget 
something as important as that. Memories flooded his mind like a torrential downpour. He was 
smaller and pressing himself against his bedroom window to watch the rain and wind, hoping for 
a peal of thunder. But then the memory shifted, he was not alone, 'Big' would stand behind him 


and stroke his hair wordlessly. By the window as if they had no other thoughts. No distractions. 
Only the rain and each other. Pure being. Even that was a memory he had shoved aside long 
ago. It had hurt him, stung him, so he got rid of it, like an old newspaper. That had been his life, 
and he had left it behind. It brought him pain and guilt to have it all rush back to him then, but 
also, strangely, a fresh wisdom. 


The Avatar of Johnny returned then. His form shimmering with a gentle light as he reached out 
to take the Sister's hand, it was time to leave. There was a sense of calm in his presence, a 
silent reassurance that everything would be alright. In the dimly flickering orange-lit cavern, 


Toby pulled his gaze — shifting it from the spectral apparitions of his past to the daunting, 
pressing figure of the present, the Ape/Snake/Devil. 


There was new clarity in the boy's eyes. "It was me. | killed my best friend. | killed Rossi. | drove 
away my sister. | am the cause of my own misfortune, | am the source of all the evil in this 
world." 


He had seen the turmoil within himself and had decided that he was capable of letting it all go. 
And a boy who could do that, could do anything. With a gentle exhale, Toby adjusted his stance, 
a subtle ripple of movement in the still chamber. His fingers repositioned around the familiar 
weight of his ox-bow, the polished, lacquered wood familiar from years of practice and practical 
use. Toby's form melded with the energy around him, becoming one with the undulating rhythm 
of the cavern walls. He embraced the fluidity of the moment, attuning himself to the ancient 
pulse of life underground. 


He did not push back against the scimitar; it was merely time for him to stand up straighter. 


So, he did. This was the moment, this was when Toby Brooks knew he was going to win. But 
the recent image of Rossi's Avatar turning away suddenly flashed across his mind's eye. Some 
distant node told him that while the avatar was smirking, just as Rossi had done in life, his eyes 
were drawn with lament — and on Toby's behalf. 


Appearing at the edge of the sinkhole and set starkly by the orange light with darkness behind 
them, Colleen, Suzy, and Mike came to an abrupt halt and took in the scene. They looked on at 
the locked combatants and the bizarre size and menace of the creature, wanting to help but 
unsure how. Mike wrapped rope around a lever and threw a length down the cliffside, cursing 
himself for not going faster. Colleen's movements were deliberate as she struck the heavy 
soccer ball against the ground, the echoing thud reverberating through the chamber. With each 
fluid motion, she readied herself for a decisive strike, aiming squarely at the monstrous 
creature's head. 


But first, she warned Toby, “Toby!!!” Toby's standoff with the Devil-thing and its cutlass continued 
as the pressure cut through the archery bow and into Toby's arm. 


Toby shouted for Colleen to hear, “Not yet! It seems to have stopped; let's not piss it off any 
more than it already is.” 


The scimitar bit into Toby's forearm again, but Toby swore the beast had the same expression 
drawn over its ink-pool eyes as Rossi had at the last moment. 


“You... don't want to kill me... do you?” he asked the Ape/Snake/Devil. 

But the swarm of wills couldn't answer. 

“Why are you trying to kill my girl?” Toby asked next. 

The beast glanced back and forth, then it opened its bull-like mouth and let out a breath, “treaty.” 


“Treaty? If she has a treaty with you, then it would be the opposite; Do you mean you want a 
treaty?” 


“Treaty,” said the massive creature. 


“If you need a treaty, then form one with me. In exchange for the artifact, you will overlook any 
recent insults from my family, you will leave this woman with me, and you will depart from 
Edgeville in acknowledgment of this,” said Toby. 


The creature, towering above him, seemed to consider his offer with a wary glance, its 
serpentine form tense with uncertainty. Then the Ape/Snake/Devil yanked free its cutlass and 
turned to depart. 


But Toby's voice, recklessness itself, cut through the air like a challenge. “And, if | ever call you, 
| expect you to answer.” His demand hung in the air, a bold declaration echoing in the cavern's 
depths. 


With a slow, deliberate motion, the creature turned back, its gaze meeting Toby's with an 
intensity that spoke volumes. In that charged moment, the air crackled with unspoken threats 
and the weight of impending decisions, each participant poised on the edge of a precipice. And 
then, with a simple utterance, the creature acknowledged Toby's command, its voice carrying a 
weight of its own. 


"Stonecaller," It breathed, and the word hung in the air, a cryptic invocation that seemed to carry 
echoes of ancient power and forgotten mysteries. As the Ape/Snake/Devil slithered into the 
darkness, the orange glow fading with its departure, Toby and Grandma shared a quiet moment 
of relief and gratitude. Their whispered words, a testament to their bond and resilience. He 
pulled her up on his shoulder, leaving behind the strange glow of the cavern and the specter of 
their recent ordeal. 


Unseen, beyond the fringes of the fading light, and hiding under his top-hat the face of Evil 
Mayor Cobble-Potts watched silently from the shadows. The heroic figure of the boy soared into 
view, his swift, sure movements blocking the monstrous scimitar aimed at the woman behind 
him. Cobble-Potts observed from the shadows, his gaze fixed on the unfolding drama before 
him, a long-abiding spectator to the events. 


"You might not believe me, but in the comic book magazines, they say that there are some 
people in this world with the superpower. You might travel abroad for one hundred lifetimes and 
never see such a person." 


From his concealed recess, Cobble-Potts' eyes widened as he witnessed the emergence of 
three glowing avatars, their ethereal presence tugging at the boy's heartstrings. He shook his 
head; no one can resist the ghosts of the past. Perhaps he had too hastily judged this boy's 
potential, and now, it seemed, it would all be over before it ever really began. But then he heard 
the boy bidding farewell to his lost sister and his best friend, who must rest with the angels. 


Then he saw the boy turn his head and face the present moment. 


"You might walk the earth for one hundred lifetimes and never see a devil, for the devil does not 
exist. But you will be walking for one thousand lifetimes if you seek to find a boy who becomes 
the superpower holder. He holds the power of the transcended. It is the power of the 
illusion-breaker. He is the one we have so long awaited." 


The devil turned and slithered slowly back into the shadows from whence it came. The orange 
light faded. Toby and Grandma embraced and whispered to each other as they walked 
off-screen in the direction of the tunnel exit, off to find their friends and the Volvo. The face of 
Evil Mayor Cobble-Potts, who had been just beyond the lumination of the scene all the while, 
unseen by boy, woman, or beast steepled his fingers. 


The Volvo raced across the salt-flats, Toby at the wheel, their homecoming a race of motion and 
anticipation. Grandma, her gaze fixed on the receding horizon through the rear window, broke 
the silence with the how and why of her story. 


"| heard that the devil, rumored to be seeking the pyramid artifact, had reached the dune 
wastes, a place untouched for years. So, | struck a deal: if | could find and deliver the artifact, I'd 
be granted the gift of longevity. But, Toby, I'm sixty, and women from my generation rarely see 
past seventy. They say you start falling apart, piece by piece, until life loses its luster." 


Toby, undeterred, reassured her, "That kind of stuff doesn't apply to you!" 


Grandma, her hand raised to show Toby her wrist, like a hidden truth. "It hurts more every night. 
Keeps me awake. Distracts me when | try to eat. The hospital calls it ‘arthritis’, but | know my 
time is up. Just when | was starting to enjoy life, it's over as soon as it began." 


Toby reached out, squeezing her wrist gently. "We'll find another way to fix you up, | promise." 


Tears welled in Grandma's eyes as she asked, "How, Toby? How?" Frustrated by her plight, she 
pulled away, seeking solitude, in her anguish. 


™Stonecaller’," Toby said, as if the word was somehow a beacon of hope. 
Confused, Grandma questioned, "What?" 


"The last thing that devil said was 'stonecaller.' | think it might mean something. How about we 
go to the town archives and see if we can find any mention of it?" 


Grandma's demeanor shifted, her hope reignited. "Stonecaller? Stonecaller. Oh, of course. Yes! 
Do you really think it will work, Toby?" 


Toby smiled smugly as if held an abundance of secret knowledge. The moon rose over the 
salt-flats larger and redder than Mars bouncing a silver glow that promulgated its crisp light, 
turning salt to snow. Grandma could hardly deny the boy's unyielding and red-blooded core of 
faith, 


"Baby boy!" Grandma's hands reached out, grasping Toby's face with determined gratitude, her 
eyes reflecting the weight of her emotions. She pulled Toby's face and pressed her own against 
his, eyes wide open, she stuck her tongue in his mouth, mechanically, moving her tongue in a 
rhythmic pattern like the inside of a washing machine. Determined to never let go until she has 
given her grandson a full wash, spin, and drain cycle. 


The Volvo swerved momentarily, but quickly corrected itself. Coursing forward, the engine 
roared with newfound, almost reckless power as it hurtled towards Edgeville at breakneck 
speeds. 


Inside the car, Simone's rendition of "You Came Just In Time" wove its spell, the melody 
weaving through the air as the gang raced towards their destination. In a tender moment, 
Grandma, wrapped in an old Indian blanket, found solace against Toby's shoulder, her 
expression a mix of relief and exhaustion. 


Meanwhile, Mike, Colleen, and Suzy occupied the backseat, their excitement over what had just 
been seen, and what had been survived, palpable. Suzy's attempt to open bottles of cider 
resulted in a frothy explosion reminiscent of champagne on New Year's Eve, eliciting amused 
glances from Toby in the rearview mirror. As Mike started playing a blues riff on his harmonica, 
the speedometer crept past 90 miles per hour, capturing the intensity of their journey. 


Colleen leaned in to share a secret with Suzy, their laughter filling the car with warmth and 
camaraderie. Through the car window, the moon cast an ethereal glow over the desert 
landscape, adding an eerie yet serene ambiance to their journey. 


Grandma retrieved a bottle of pills, washing one down with a swig of cider, a silent 
acknowledgment of the toll their ordeal had taken on her. 


Toby's focused expression reflected his unwavering determination as he steered the car through 
the night. 


In a spontaneous burst of energy, Mike and Colleen joined in singing along to Nina Simone's 
song, their voices harmonizing with the music while Suzy and Grandma swayed to the rhythm. 


The car's headlights illuminated a lone cactus in the distance, a solitary sentinel in the vast 
expanse of salt-flats. Celebrating their survival and triumph, the gang exchanged high-fives and 
fist bumps, their spirits buoyed by the shared experience. 


Mike, emboldened by the moment, leaned out of the window, howling at the moon while 
Colleen, laughing, attempted to pull him back into the safety of the car. Amidst animated 
conversation and shared drinks, the camaraderie among the group grew stronger, a testament 
to their bond forged in adversity. 


The Volvo pulled into the parking lot of the diner, and the gang spilled out of the car, still buzzing 
with the adrenaline of their recent escapade. Inside the diner, the atmosphere was lively, with 
the usual hustle and bustle of patrons filling the space. Despite the crowd, the gang managed to 
snag a corner booth for themselves, where an array of dishes including plates of food, 
milkshakes, and slices of pie adorned the table. 


Their laughter filled the air as they recounted their adventure, the sense of relief and the 
newfound appreciation for life was evident in their expressions, the way they leaned on each 
other, hung together, and joked. Amidst the chatter, Mike made a beeline for the jukebox, 
selecting a classic rock tune that filled the diner with its nostalgic melody. 


Colleen and Suzy couldn't resist the music's allure, swaying in their seats as they indulged in an 
impromptu dance. Meanwhile, Toby opted for a spot at the counter, content to observe the lively 
scene unfolding around him. 


A playful moment ensued as Suzy playfully pilfered a fry from Colleen's plate, prompting a fit of 
giggles from both girls. Mike took advantage of the jovial mood to regale them with tales of his 
past exploits, each anecdote met with rapt attention and amusement from his friends. In a quiet 
corner of the diner, Grandma savored a cup of coffee, her expression one of contentment as 
she surveyed the scene. Catching Toby's eye, she winked at him conspiratorially, a silent 
acknowledgment of their shared bond. The group transitioned to a friendly game of cards, the 


table soon erupting into playful banter as Mike's attempts at cheating were swiftly countered by 
Colleen's sharp eye. 


Laughter filled the air as they engaged in good-natured teasing and jest. As the night 
progressed, fatigue began to set in, and one by one, the members of the gang started to 
succumb to drowsiness. 


The diner gradually emptied out, leaving behind a sense of quiet serenity as the weary friends 
drifted off to sleep in their seats. Abruptly, Mike rose from the table, and after a brief hesitation, 
Toby followed suit. The streets of Edgeville were shrouded in the cloak of night, bathed in the 
dim glow of streetlights and the warm illumination spilling from the windows of the nearby diner. 
Toby pushed open the heavy door of the diner, the familiar jingle of the bell signaling his 
entrance as he stepped out onto the sidewalk. Across the street, Mike leaned casually against 
the weathered brick wall of the diner, a cigarette dangling from his lips as tendrils of smoke 
swirled around him. 


Toby, in partial SDF uniform with his coat slung over his shoulder, approached cautiously, 
offering a tentative wave that went unnoticed by Mike. As Toby closed the distance between 
them, their interaction unfolded in shot-reverse-shot, each man occupying his own frame as 
they engaged in conversation. 


"Smoking now?" Toby inquired, his tone carrying a hint of curiosity. 


"Yeah, but not in front of the girls, so don't tell them," Mike responded casually, his gaze fixed on 
the entirely vacated main street. Their exchange continued, punctuated by pauses and 
moments of contemplation as they navigated the weight of recent events. 


"| was thinking about you taking a turn with the artifact. But | won't make myself a liar to you, | 
hadn't decided yet," Toby admitted. 


"And now?" Mike prompted, his expression inscrutable as he studied Toby intently. "It's gone," 
Toby revealed, a note of resignation creeping into his voice. "My grandma tried to trade it to that 
devil-thing, but the deal went bad. It took the artifact to some other realm or deep underground 
or somewhere we couldn't follow anyway." 


Mike's response was characteristically terse, his attention momentarily diverted as he retrieved 
a pack of cigarettes from his pocket and selected the next one with deliberate care. "A cowboy 
is on his best horse, going up the mountain trail when he catches up to a second cowboy, this 
one on foot. This second cowboy has his sleeve torn off and his pant leg torn off on one side. 
And you can see the thrash-burn where he was dragged behind a train. On the other side, he's 
got three arrows stuck into him like a pincushion, two in the lung, one in the ribs. The first 
cowboy says to the second cowboy, 'Don't that hurt?' The second cowboy answers, 'Only when | 
laugh," Mike recounted, his words carrying a meaning and metaphor all their own as he met 


Toby's gaze equally, and with an unyielding stare. Silence stood guard between them, all steel 
and polish. 


They stood there like two real old cowboys, two sons in the quiet embrace of nighttime, in 
Edgeville. Toby stepped off the curb, his footsteps echoing against the deserted street as he 
began his solitary journey homeward, leaving Mike to his own thoughts as darkness enveloped 
him. 


The interrogation chamber within the confines of Edgeville PD exuded an austere air, its walls 
steeped in the echoes of past confessions and clandestine disclosures. Within this chamber, the 
atmosphere was tense, the sole source of illumination being the soft luminescence filtering 
through a solitary window, casting elongated shadows that danced upon the walls. Bones, a 
seasoned lawman with a visage etched by years of experience, held court behind a cluttered 
desk adorned with an array of documents and files. Flanking him stood Wilco, a deputy exuding 
an air of severity, and Evil Mayor Cobble-Potts, whose polished veneer masked an underlying 
air of deception. 


"We've received reports from six families and local establishments detailing your presence in 
restricted areas, gazing through windows for prolonged periods while chanting in tongues of the 
occult," Bones asserted firmly, his voice slicing through the dense silence like a finely honed 
blade. 


"We've also noted your attire and behavior resembling that of Tandlebolt, who absconded years 
ago to evade justice. What connection do you have with him?" Wilco interjected, his gaze fixed 
unwaveringly upon the suspect. 


Cobble-Potts, his accent unmistakably Denmarkian, attempted to deflect with practiced charm. 
"Gentlemen, gentlemen. I'm but a humble, toiling farmhand hailing from your state of West 
Virginia," he offered smoothly, his words dripping with calculated humility. Bones blinked rapidly, 
momentarily disoriented by the incongruity of Cobble-Potts' assertion. 


"West Virginia is one of the 38 states," his tone devoid of skepticism. 


"And we heavily rely on agricultural output to sustain America’s burgeoning industries," Wilco 
added as he echoed Bones' sentiments. 


"We'll let you off with a warning this time," Bones declared, a strange leniency softening his 
otherwise stern countenance. 


Seizing the opportunity, Cobble-Potts redirected the conversation with practiced finesse. "How 
judicious of you, my newfound friends. ... Pray tell me, who holds the seat of mayor in this, your 
most charming town of Edgeville?" he inquired, his tone unsubtle. 


"Edgeville is sans mayor, we rely on an Alderman," Wilco responded evenly. 


"How intriguing. Yet, might one interpret this to mean the mayoral seat is, in fact, vacant?" 
Cobble-Potts asked rhetorically as he steepled his fingers. 


The dining room exuded opulence, its grandeur emphasized by the shimmering chandeliers 
hanging from the lofty ceiling. A long mahogany table dominates the space, elegantly set for 
three guests. Positioned in the first seat is Mommy, resplendent in a crisp white nurse uniform, 
exuding an air of quiet dignity. Across from her sat Grandma, clad in a sleek pencil skirt and an 
inadequate camisole, her anticipation palpable as she awaited their third guest. 


Mommy's once luxuriant mane, now transformed into a sleek bob with a gentle swirl of bangs, 
mirrored Grandma's own hairstyle. Both women have adopted matching sandal-style heels. 
Despite their deep differences, the two women stood as mirror images in stature, beauty, 
proportion, and poise, their attire echoing a harmonious symmetry. 


Amidst the lavish surroundings, the two women partake in wine and appetizers with meticulous 
precision, their movements executed with such finesse that not even a single 'clink' resonates 
from their cutlery. 


"So, Toby," Mommy finally broke the silence, her voice cutting through the tension like ginsu 
steak knife. 


"Well, he does like dress codes," Grandma remarked, her voice tinged with a blend of curiosity 
and amusement. She adjusted her glasses, peering through the glassless rims with a knowing 
look. "| [SUB] for him. | [Stretch] for him using the psychotropic 'mind over matter’. | give him 
[Full Eye Contact] at all times." With a nonchalant shrug, she continued, "I'm pretty sure he 
wants me to [Go Blank-and-Plank] like a psychotropic fembot, which | will do. You?" 


Mommy's lips curved into a wry smile as she considered Grandma's question. "Nothing too 
surprising," she began, her tone casual yet tinged with underlying complexity. "Mommy is a 
good little wife. [SUB]. He likes to [Train] me with crane-pose including [Humiliating Sing-Song]." 
She chuckled softly, recalling moments shared with him. "Let's see, [Scared Sleep-Over], | 
receive [Anal Pounding] while giving [Full Eye Contact]. [Dress Code]. And [Breeding] (We've 
been talking about kids again)." 


"Kids?" Grandma's eyebrows shot up in surprise, her lips curling. "Quadruplets aren't enough for 
him?" 


Mommy's expression softened, a hint of contemplation in her eyes. "Just because you never 
wanted kids doesn't mean the same goes for me, mother." 


"Don't you ever worry? That you'll be tempted to set up shop. Start girlfriending for him?" Her 
voice carried a mix of concern and curiosity, her gaze lingering on Mommy, searching for a 
glimpse of vulnerability beneath her facade. 


In the grand dining room, bathed in the warm glow of chandeliers casting soft shadows on the 
walls, Toby sank into his seat at the head of the table, weariness etched on his features. As the 
Asian maid made her graceful entrance, removing the silver covers to unveil the exquisite 
dishes beneath, Toby's hunger became palpable. With a quiet nod of acknowledgment, the maid 
bowed and exited the room, leaving the trio to dine privately. 


Mommy broke the silence again, this time with a flat tone, her words carrying a hint of nostalgia 
as she reminisced. "Do you remember the time when you were just a little boy, and you wanted 
to climb the tallest tree in the yard?" She began, her gaze fixed on Toby. "You were so 
determined that you didn't even listen to me when | told you it was too dangerous." 


Toby's faint response drifted across the table. "| remember that." 


Grandma chimed in, her voice tinged with amusement. "And do you remember when you tried 
to sneak out of the house to go to that concert, and you got caught by the police?" 


Toby nodded in acknowledgment. "I remember." 


With a teasing lilt to her voice, Mommy continued, "And do you remember when you used to 
wear that cowboy hat everywhere you went?" 


Exasperation colored Toby's response. "Yes, | do." 


Mommy's reminiscing took on a softer tone as she recalled Toby's childhood charms. "Toby, 
when you were a boy, you used to have the cutest little dimples," she remarked fondly. "I used 
to pinch your cheeks and say, ‘You're gonna be Mommy's little heart-breaker someday." 


Grandma giggled mischievously, adding her own anecdote. "And do you remember that photo of 
you playing dress-up in ladies' clothes? You had on a nurse jacket and toe-shoes. You were 
prancing around like a little ballerina." 


Toby's embarrassment was evident as he choked on his food, prompting Grandma to deliver a 
playful jab into his shoulder. "Oh, Toby, please." 


Undeterred, Mommy teased on, "Oh, Toby, don't be embarrassed. We all have our little stories. 
And, you know, | always suspected you had a thing for nurses." 


With a snicker, Grandma added to the banter. "And don't forget the time you brought that little 
straw-headed soccer-playing co-ed home from school? You had that silly grin on your face for 
days." A deep blush colored Toby's cheeks as he shifted uncomfortably. 


"Colleen's great," he managed to mumble. 
Grandma winked slyly. "Too short for you, dear." 


Rolling his eyes, Toby interjected, "Excuse me, ladies, but what is with the third degree tonight?" 
Mommy and Grandma exchanged knowing glances, their affection for Toby evident. 


Despite his weariness, Toby managed a weary smile, grateful for their love and teasing banter. 
"Alright, you got me. I'm beat," he admitted, leaning back in his chair. 


Mommy's expression softened as she leaned in towards Toby. "You've been working so hard. 
You deserve some rest." 


Grandma's tone took on a seductive edge as she suggested, "Let us help you unwind." 
Toby's response was a mixture of embarrassment and arousal as he murmured, "Please." 


With their light teasing continuing, the trio rose from the table, arm in arm, exiting the dining 
room. The empty room still catching the lingering echoes of the two women's laughter. The 
Asian maid re-entered, swiftly clearing the plates and restoring the room to a pristine state. 


Daylight poured through the windows of the town archives, Toby and Grandma stepped into the 
expansive chamber, their expressions awash with awe. It was a grand hall, its atmosphere 
saturated with the weight of history, lined with towering shelves laden with leather-bound tomes, 
weathered journals, and scrolls of aged parchment. Dust danced lazily in the sunbeams that 
cascaded from high above. The scent of antiquity enveloped them, a heady mixture of aged 
paper and ink, while the soft rustle of pages turning provided a gentle backdrop to their 
exploration. Leading Toby to a sturdy wooden table, Grandma and he embarked on their quest. 


Together, they sifted through the annals of time, combing through yellowed newspaper 
clippings, journals, and meticulously kept logs, their eyes scanning for any trace of the elusive 
‘stonecaller'. 


"This reminds your girl of searching for a needle in a haystack, Toby, dear," Grandma remarked, 
her voice tinged with a sense of doubt. 


"Just a bit more. Any lead we can find would be invaluable," Toby affirmed, his determination 
unwavering. As Grandma pored over a faded newspaper, Toby delved into the depths of a 
voluminous ledger, their murmured conversations punctuating the hushed ambiance of the 
archive. Occasionally, they would exchange glances of intrigue, pointing out noteworthy 
discoveries to one another. 


"Eureka! Look here, Toby!" Grandma exclaimed, her excitement palpable. Hurrying to her side, 
Toby leaned in to examine the newspaper article she had unearthed, his eyes scanning the 
headline with keen interest. 


"Rosetta Stone Like-Find In The Dune Wastes,” he read aloud, puzzled by its implications. 
Drawing closer, Toby beheld photographs depicting a vast expanse of sandstone wall, the 
intricate ideograms etched upon its surface capturing his attention. 


"These symbols bear semblance to Aztec, yet they diverge. They're later-day extensions of the 
Mayan language," Grandma elucidated, her revelation sparking a surge of realization in Toby. 


"We gotta see this thing up close," Toby declared resolutely. 


In the grandiose confines of the railroad tycoon's home, Toby and Grandma were ushered into a 
lavishly appointed chamber, replete with ornate antique furnishings and exquisite artworks. 
Dominating the room's center was a colossal sandstone slab, its presence commanding 
attention. 


Greeted by the railroad tycoon himself, the duo embarked on a tour of his extensive collection. 
Towering and authoritative, the railroad tycoon, in his late sixties, cut an imposing figure. His 
meticulously tailored suit accentuated his broad shoulders and lean physique, while his 
meticulously groomed gray hair lent him an air of distinction. 


Despite his age, he exuded vitality and vigor, his sharp blue eyes missing no detail of his 
surroundings. A man accustomed to command, his voice carried warmth tempered by an 
undercurrent of authority. 


"It's a rare treat to see my treasures properly appreciated," the railroad tycoon remarked warmly 
as he guided Toby and Grandma through his collection. 


Expressing their gratitude, Toby and Grandma immersed themselves in examining ‘the Stone’, 
Toby snapping photographs with his 3-in-1 as Grandma meticulously studied the artifact and 
took notes. 


"This is fascinating. It's a piece of history that has been lost for untold centuries," Grandma 
remarked with a gleam of excitement, earning the railroad tycoon's pleased approval. 


Meanwhile, Toby, struck by a sudden insight, stepped back to reassess the artifact from a new 
perspective. "Hold on a minute. Call me crazy, but doesn't this resemble a cross-section of an 
ant-hill rather than Mayan hieroglyphs and mixed Spanish?" Toby mused aloud, his words 
prompting Grandma and the railroad tycoon to consider his observation. As Toby delved deeper 
into his analysis, tracing a different progression of the patterns and symbols than simply 
right-to-left or top-to bottom, Grandma chimed in, pointing out intriguing connections. 


Toby paused, his brow furrowing in thought. "Wait. | might be speaking out of turn here, but... 
this first symbol..." he began, trailing his finger along a groove. "Could it simply signify an 
‘Entrance’ or a 'Gate’?" Continuing his examination, Toby speculated, "If so, should we interpret 
the next symbol as a 'Gatekeeper'?" "Hmm. Look closely, Toby," 


Grandma interjected, noting, "It appears to be a totemic form of the 'Devil-thing’." 


"Right, then what follows is more of this madman's Spanish," Toby continued, sharing his 
findings. " 'Bargain for entry and the reward must be apparent, the many elixirs are already in 


the tunnels nearby’. 
Grandma struck a dramatic pose, her demeanor reflecting the gravity of their discovery. 


While Toby and Grandma delved into their examination of the Stone, the railroad tycoon 
observed them with keen interest, encouraged by their expertise and insights. "Toby's right. 
Then we have some context as we get to more of this madman's Spanish: 'Bargain for entry and 
the reward must be apparent, for the many elixirs live forever in the tunnels nearby'," Grandma 
exclaimed dramatically, her revelation sparking a moment of contemplation. "Toby... did | 
misplay my bargain down in those tunnels... did | ... did |..." Grandma trailed off, her expression 
fraught with concern as she grappled with the implications. 


As Toby and Grandma stood before the sandstone slab, their conversation turned somber. 


"It was a miscalculation, wasn't it? | made a fundamental error, and we both nearly paid dearly 
for it," Grandma confessed, her tone heavy with regret. Grandma broke into heavy tears. "Toby. 
It was, wasn't it? | committed the most basic error, we both could have been killed." 


Toby's expression shifted to quiet concern as he hugged the busty, lithe woman against him. 
"What exactly do you mean?" he inquired. 


Shaking her poor head causing her silver threads of hair to shift over like a waterfall, Grandma 
explained, "| assumed that the Ape/Snake/Devil wanted to trade. | assumed it would hand me 
some requisite object, my longevity. | thought that would be our trade. But opening up the 
tunnels and inviting me there was the trade. It 'led me to water’, so to speak. But not only did | 
refuse to drink, | accused it of reneging on our bargain." 


Toby's eyes narrowed as he pondered Grandma's words deeply. He nodded and released her, 
turning to the wall-sized stone again. Toby examined the next symbols closely, then traced 
another line past three glyphs: [Buff], [Healing], [Longevity], all the way down to where the line 
disappeared beneath a section of the wall. Continuing his investigation, he followed with his 
fingertips, feeling his way along the ancient markings. As he reached into a gap between the 
large stone and the flooring, Toby's expression twisted into a grimace. With careful precision, he 
retrieved a small, silver nautilus-shaped object, its delicate ceramic caper attached to the main 
body by a slender brass chain. 


Toby tossed it to the railroad tycoon, who caught it with a mixture of surprise and trepidation. 
"This one's empty. But | suspect it's the type of thing we're after, Grandma. And there may be 
more... down in those tunnels," Toby remarked, his words laden with newfound determination. 


The railroad tycoon's countenance turned serious as he contemplated the implications of Toby's 
discovery. "But... are you certain it's worth the risk?" he queried, his tone reflecting the gravity of 
the situation. 


As the conversation weighed heavily on Grandma's mind, her tear-streaked face revealed the 
depth of her emotions. "Yes, | must find that prize. The one that could grant me health and 
longevity. It may still be down there. It truly may be," Grandma declared tearfully, with a new 
resolve . 


The sand-blasted olive Volvo rolled to a stop beside the fresh sink-hole in the sand-flats. The old 
car's hull was weighed down with thick cords of rope and metal casks holding water or gasoline. 
But other Volvos, including a newer model painted in matte gray, were already parked there, 
forming part of a new makeshift settlement in the desolate landscape. 


Four large archaeological-style tents stood erected nearby, giving the impression of a small 
expedition base. As the engine quieted, the door swung open, and Toby stepped out, squinting 
against the harsh sunlight. He surveyed the scene, trying to discern the purpose of the group 
gathered here. Inside one of the tents, tables cluttered with tools and discoveries filled the 
space. 


Mike emerged from the flap, the canvas snapping shut behind him. "Toby," Mike remarked, 
striding over. 


Toby closed the car door and stood, hands on hips, as Mike approached. 


"So, you've figured it out. | knew it was just a matter of time," Mike continued. 


Meanwhile, in the work tent, Suzy's voice echoed in the dimly lit space. Mike shook his head, a 
sense of deja vu washing over him. He could not believe what he was hearing. 


"If Toby and his Grandma are willing to take this to the next level, if they're actually prepared to 
find, extract, and ingest one of the elixirs from the tunnels... shouldn't we let them?" Suzy 
proposed, gesturing elegantly. "You suggested we 'set up a guinea pig’ to try one of these 
concoctions before risking it ourselves," Suzy continued. "I found that idea distasteful, but isn't 
this a better solution? At least they know what they're getting into." 


"Toby has a way of reaping all the benefits for himself and leaving us with the scraps," Mike 
responded, his tone grave. "I'm not even sure he does it intentionally. But mark my words, once 


he's done, the rooms will seal off, or the tunnels will collapse, or something will happen to 
prevent us from getting our share." With that, Mike crossed his arms, signaling the end of his 
involvement discussion. 


Inside the mysterious tunnels beneath the dune wastes, where the concept of time seemed to 
blur, Toby, Grandma, and Suzy embarked on their exploration. They carried various sources of 
light - a lantern, a flashlight, and a bundle of unlit torches - to illuminate their path through the 
ancient passageways. Amidst the shadows, they stumbled upon remnants of a long-forgotten 
civilization, hieroglyphs etched into the walls, telling tales of ages past. Grandma's gasp echoed 
through the tunnels as she beheld the wonders before her, while Toby and Suzy pressed 
forward, leading the way with cautious determination. 


Suddenly, a rumbling noise filled the air, extinguishing their lantern with a gust of wind. 

"What was that? Is everyone okay?" Grandma's voice trembled with concern. 

"We're fine, Grandma. Just a gust of hot air from below," Toby reassured her, his voice steady. 
"| think we're getting close," Suzy added optimistically. As they pressed onward, they entered a 
chamber filled with enigmatic artifacts and symbols. At its center stood a stone pedestal, 
crowned with a glowing red orb. 


"Is that it? Is that the elixir?" Grandma's excitement was palpable. 


"It could be. We need to be careful," Toby cautioned, eyeing the pedestal warily. Approaching 
cautiously, they noticed a small inscription carved into the stone. 


"Isn't that some dialect of French? It reads ‘transmute the elixir herein and ye shall acquire the 


gift of eternal life’," Suzy deciphered. In the chamber of eternal life, bathed in the eerie glow of 
the orb, Grandma reached out and touched the sphere atop the pedestal, causing it to shatter 
like glass, revealing the ancient elixir within. 


Suddenly, a wall slid back with a heavy grinding sound, revealing a trough of mummies with 
glowing gemstone eyes. They advanced menacingly toward the group. 


Suzy swiftly lit torches, preparing for the impending confrontation. 
She handed one to Toby. 
"I'll hold them off while you take the vial," Toby declared, readying himself for battle. 


Grandma seized the elixir but hesitated, holding the vial to her wrist, and gazing at her 
grandson. 


"What's the matter?" Toby inquired, concern evident in his voice. 
"Nothing. | want you to take it with me," Grandma replied, her new determination firming. 


As Suzy fended off the approaching mummies with fiery torches, 
Toby gestured to the elixir. "That's all for you. It will last a long time," he insisted. 


But Grandma's resolve only grew stronger. "No, Toby. | want to see you stay just exactly as you 
are now. | want us to stay as we are together for a good long time," she declared, her voice 
resolute. “I want this.” 


Without hesitation, Toby joined her, holding his wrist to hers, a solemn pact, a wedding 
ceremony. 


"| love you, son," Grandma whispered, before plunging the needle into both their veins, the elixir 
of longevity coursing through their bodies. 


Edgeville the Novelization 
Chapter/7 Writing On Both Sides 


The next morning dawned, casting its soft light into the Desert Wastes Archaeological Work 
Tent, illuminating the scene within. Mike paced back and forth, his distress palpable in the 
confined space. 


"Suzy went into the tunnels by herself," he announced, his voice heavy with concern. 
Toby's reaction was immediate and intense. 

"What!? Why would she do that?" he exclaimed, incredulous. 

"| don't know," Mike admitted, his worry etched on his face. 


"But it's like she wants to prove something. She saw how you handled it, and now she's out 
there on her own. It's dangerous, Toby." Toby's expression shifted, a mixture of concern and 
determination in his eyes as he began gathering equipment. 


But Grandma intervened, her voice calm but urgent. 


"Wait, Toby. We need to know what she was working on, where she was headed." With a nod of 
understanding, Toby and Grandma hurried over to Suzy's workstation. There, they found a 
medallion at the center, and Suzy's journal open to an etching of the same medallion, 
surrounded by extensive notes, translations, and a map of the tunnels with a marked chamber. 


Toby read aloud from the journal, "The elixir of [Buff] resides in the chamber of fire.’ What does 
‘Buff! mean? Is it a translation error?" 


Grandma's voice held a note of caution. "Toby, honey, be more concerned that Suzy might not 
fully understand its effects." 


With a furrowed brow, Toby flipped the medallion over, revealing calcified carvings on the other 
side. "There were more symbols here, but they're covered in calcite," he observed. Acting 
quickly, Toby prepared a solution in an artifact bath, dropping the medallion in. It fizzed 
vigorously before emerging clean, revealing new symbols. 


Grandma held open Suzy's journal as Toby used the translation key. "Anyone may enter the 
chamber of fire, anyone may seize the elixir within. But only at the human year of 26 will the 


transmutation take hold, granting life'," Toby translated, his voice tinged with concern. "Oh no, 


Toby," Grandma gasped, pointing to the inverted symbol for ‘life’. "The elixir might be deadly for 
anyone under 26." 


Mike interjected, expressing his inability to join them due to Mrs. Apples’ imminent arrival. 
Colleen, too, was occupied with fending off mummies. Undeterred, Toby and Grandma gathered 
their equipment, preparing to leave the tent, their resolve unwavering in the face of uncertainty. 


Toby and Grandma navigated through treacherous spelunking dangers, facing obstacles with 
steely determination, and making split-second decisions in their relentless pursuit of their goal. 
Undeterred by the challenges, they pressed on, their resolve unyielding. 


At long last, they reached the chamber, their breaths coming in ragged gasps as they beheld the 
scene before them. Suzy stood poised to seize the Buff on the pedestal, her actions fraught with 
urgency. 


"Suzy, wait!" Toby's voice echoed through the chamber, but his plea fell on deaf ears as Suzy 
disregarded his warning and reached for the Buff with reckless abandon. 


In an instant, the chamber's "fire trap" sprang into action, a spherical force field in translucent 
red erupting from the pedestal and expanding rapidly outward, threatening to engulf them all. 
Sparks flew and little flames ignited upon contact with Toby's skin and clothes as the force field 
collided with him, but he remained resolute, shielding Grandma behind him, a human shield 
against the impending danger. 


Suzy stood with her back to new arrivals, her figure silhouetted against the eerie glow of the 
red-glowing fire trap, while Toby, wincing from the searing embers, faced her. "Why are you 
here, Toby?" Suzy's voice trembled with emotion as she questioned him. 


"Suzy, there's more to the translation," Toby responded, his tone sincere. "You can't take the 
Buff yet. It's on a sort of timer." 


"Are you... you better not be telling me to 'wait'," Suzy interrupted desperately. "I'm done 
waiting." As Suzy turned around, revealing the red translucent glow of the fire trap covering her 
eyes, 


Toby's voice grew firmer. "Cut it out, Suzy Apples. You can have the Buff elixir, bring it with you 
and let's get out of here. It's all yours, no one will deny it. It's just that you can't use it yet. This 
kind of elixir takes a while to warm up to you. Trust me." 


Toby winced as Suzy poured out her emotional turmoil, her words laden with pain and regret. 
Grandma stepped forward, offering silent support and unity as Toby struggled to console Suzy. 
Suzy was emotional. 


"And I'm telling you that | won't live like this anymore. Sometimes | wish | had fought Viper Rossi 
those years ago instead of you!" 


"We fought him together. | never would have beaten him without you," Toby insisted, his voice 
laced with both pain and determination. 


Suzy's tearful confession rattled her words heavy with self-reproach. "Sometimes | wish | was 
you. Sometimes | wish | could marry you. Sometimes | wish you were dead," Suzy confessed, 
her emotions raw and unfiltered. 


"We all feel like that when it comes down to it. | do too. It's just part of human nature," Toby 
replied, his voice uncharacteristically sincere. 


Suzy's resolve solidified, her tearful declaration reflecting newfound determination. "Well, not 
me, not anymore. | am going to become a smarter, better Suzy. | am finally going to be like you, 
Toby, and there is nothing you can say to stop me." As a sense of disbelief and acceptance 
washed over Suzy, a dramatic spotlight from the world above illuminated her at the pedestal, 
casting her in stark relief against the chamber's darkness. She lifted the nautilus syringe and her 
opposing wrist. Until she heard the snapping. 


Snapping his fingers, setting an inaudible beat, Toby danced to the sound of his own drummer. 
Against her better judgment Suzy looked over, a mixture of annoyance and curiosity evident in 
her expression. Toby continued to snap his fingers, grooving and swinging his hips, despite the 
red force-field burning him. 


"| Believe In Miracles, Since You Came Along, You Sexy Thing!" he sang, pointing playfully at 
Suzy. Suzy watched in astonishment, her jaw dropping in disbelief. "Where Did You Come 
From, Angel? How Did You Know You'd Be The One?" Toby sang, his sleeve bursting into 
flames momentarily, which he quickly extinguished against his hip, maintaining his composure 
as he switched his stance. 


"What on green earth are you doing?" Suzy asked, her tone low and serious. 


"Did You Know, You're Everything I'd Prayed For? Did You Know, Every Night And Day For?" 
Toby continued singing, undeterred by the fiery ordeal. 


Unable to contain herself, Suzy burst into laughter, swept up in Toby's unexpected performance. 


However, Toby's precarious situation quickly became apparent as flames engulfed him, 
threatening disaster. A terrible black burn-line appeared across Toby's temple, indicating the 
final level of serious danger. "Where Did You Come From BABY? How Did You Know | Needed 
You? How did you know | needed you so badly? How did you know, I'd give my heart gladly?" 
Toby was clearly trying to continue his singing and dancing routine, but his clothes started to 


smoke, his eyes were completely bloodshot; the boy was going to go up like a firework any 
second. 


Suzy acted swiftly, diving in to save Toby from the impending danger, extinguishing the flames 
and bringing an end to the chaos. 


Suzy was hugging Toby tightly around the neck, and crying, "You fat stupid idiot. You absolute 
idiot." In the aftermath, all three lay in a heap, clinging to one another tightly, united in their 
shared ordeal. And amidst the chaos, the unused [Buff] elixir remained clenched tightly in 
Suzy's fist. 


Back on the surface in the archaeological work Toby sat on a medical stretcher, his burnt skin 
tenderly tended to by a nurse, while Mike hovered nearby, their demeanor attempting to 
downplay the dangers of the tunnels to Suzy's mother, Miss Apples. 


"| swear, you young people will be the death of me," Miss Apples exclaimed with a mixture of 
exasperation and affection, her words sonorous against the subdued mood in the tent. Beyond 
Mrs. Apples, and seen by poor Mike alone, a tent flap blew open, revealing that Colleen was 
just outside and locked in an intense battle with a relentless mummy, her determination evident 
in every move. 


Meanwhile, Suzy and Grandma sat closely together on a nearby bench, engaged in a 
whispered conversation. "There was even more translation on the elixir itself," Suzy confided in 
Grandma, her voice barely above a whisper. "It seems to require a blood sample from someone 
the user wishes to emulate. | was hoping it could be you." 


Surprised, Grandma questioned, "Me, dear? But why?" 


"I've been watching you," Suzy replied earnestly, "and you possess strength, agility, and 
resilience beyond most women, | believe." 


Moved by Suzy's words, Grandma nodded. "It would be an honor, Suzy." With a sense of 
solemnity, Suzy revealed a thin white/silver nautilus bottle with a blood pin on the side. 


Grandma placed her hand over it, their hands appearing to be joined in a silent pact. 
"Toby has a sister, you know," Grandma revealed, her tone reflective. 


"Really? He never mentions her," Suzy responded, her gaze drifting to where Toby was 
comforting Miss Apples. 


"Mm-hmm, an older sister named Makiko, half Hawaiian," Grandma continued. "But despite 
their ages, you would think Toby was the older brother based on how they behaved." 


Suzy nodded thoughtfully, her eyes lingering on Toby as he was next to attend to and distract 
Miss Apples, as Mike ran outside. “I can believe it.” said Suzy. 


Toby stood by the opulent pool, enveloped in its lavish surroundings, with Mommy and Grandma 
by his side, all three swept up in the sheer delight of the moment. Their movements 
synchronized with the infectious beat of Maxine, they danced and snapped their fingers in 
unison, their joy palpable in the air. 


"If you get hurt by the little things | say..." Mommy lip-synced to Toby, her voice drowned out by 
the music's rhythm. 


Grandma caught Toby's attention, turning his head towards her, and continued the playful 
lip-syncing, "| can put that smile back on your face." 


Amidst laughter and camaraderie, they collapsed onto an outdoor lounger, basking in the pure 
bliss of the moment. Across the sparkling waters of the pool, little Robbie Brooks was brimming 
with youthful energy. He pounded his fists on his chest like King Kong, flashing a mischievous 
grin. Beside him stood Preston Brooks, his confident stance radiating a champion's aura as he 
clasped his hands together in a gesture of victory. 


On Robbie's other side, Hank Brooks playfully mimicked a home run swing, his imagination vivid 
as he tracked the imaginary ball through the air. Toby, Mommy, and Grandma, still on the 
outdoor couch, shouted their applause and cheers echoing for the boys' antics. Next, little 
Ayesha Brooks, her boundless energy on full display as she stomped her feet with lightning 
speed With determination, she marched towards a hanging rope and gave it a pull, setting off a 
breathtaking spectacle. 


A cascade of illuminated lantern balloons descended and hovered over the pool area, 
transforming the atmosphere into a magical wonderland of light and color. Ayesha beamed with 
joy at the success of her part, blowing kisses to everyone as her infectious enthusiasm filled the 
scene. 


Mike and Colleen, both adorned in elegant ballroom attire, exuding nimbleness and elegance as 
they prepared for a captivating dance routine. Mike spun Colleen effortlessly, their synchronized 
movements showcasing their chemistry and skill. With precision, they moved in harmony, the 
camera capturing every fluid motion with finesse. At the song's climax, Mike and Colleen 
extended their arms fully while still holding hands, snapping into position like a whip in perfect 
synchrony, creating a visually stunning moment of energy and intensity. 


Suzy, clad in her school uniform, stood in the distance, initially poised and composed. Yet, as 
the music enveloped her, an energy surged within, igniting a fire of passion. With grace, she 
lifted her right hand to her chin, tenderly kissing her fingertips, exuding a reverent aura. Then, in 


a bold gesture, she raised her hand high, forming the iconic three-finger salute of the archery 
club, a symbol of rebellion and solidarity. Each beat of the music stirred Suzy's soul, prompting 
her to pound her left fist against her heart, symbolizing her fervor and resolve. The rhythm 
propelled her, and she began to stomp her back heel, infusing the scene with an electrifying 
energy, her silky blonde hair and braids swaying in the night breeze, mirroring her vibrant spirit. 
Suzy's head swayed in time with the rhythm, a mesmerizing motion that lent depth to her 
performance. The momentum flowed down her body, animating her shoulders with a vibrant 
force. With clenched fists, she began to "elbow out" to the rhythm, unleashing her inner strength 
and resilience with conviction. Her movements, fluid and precise, exuded a commanding 
presence as she channeled the spirit of the music and the emotions coursing through her veins. 


In the monochromatic living room, Maslow and Jung, two iconic figures, stood huddled around a 
color console-TV, its vibrant hues contrasting with the black-and-white world around them. 
Maslow, looking perplexed, broke the silence. "What is this?" 


Jung, amused, replied, "Ah, it's called 'color television.” 


Maslow gestured toward the ongoing dance number on the screen. "No, | mean, what is all 
this?" 


With a playful tone, Jung explained, "Oh, they call it the 'end of season dance number." 


Maslow, slightly disapproving, remarked, "Perhaps, but the way these humans act... it's not 
exactly what | had in mind." 


Jung chuckled. "Oh, come on now, old man. It's really not too bad, is it?" He smiled at the 
dancing action on the color TV screen. 


Taking a moment to contemplate, Maslow absorbed the spectacle before him. "No, | suppose it's 
not. It's really not too bad after all." He weakly smiled, trying to embrace the moment. 


Through the contrasting perspectives of Maslow and Jung, their different viewpoints on the 
dance number unfolded. As they engaged in this thoughtful exchange, the audience was invited 
to appreciate the subjectivity and diverse interpretations of art and entertainment. 


The music continued, filling the air with lively beats. Suzy's face radiated with wild excitement as 
she approached Toby. He backed away, but Suzy's determination was evident. "You can't 
escape, Toby!" Suzy exclaimed with playful energy. With a simple, swift push of her fingertips, 
Toby lost his balance and fell back into the pool. The quadruplets burst into laughter, mocking 
him while playfully wrestling against the clutches of the nurses and maids. Toby resurfaced, 
spitting water from his mouth and wiping his face. Mike, Toby's old comrade, approached the 
edge of the massive pool, offering his hand. Predictably, Toby pulled Mike into the pool as well, 


causing a splash of laughter and camaraderie. The ladies continued to dance, clap, and do the 
side step, creating a lively atmosphere. The camera zoomed out into a helicopter shot, 
capturing the grandeur of the scene. The shot swept across the landscape, showcasing the 
surrounding hills, houses, and roads. Zooming in again, the focus shifted to the nighttime 
silhouette of a young woman walking along the road, pulling her suitcase behind her. She gazed 
off into the distance, captivated by the lights and sounds of the lively pool party. 


TOBY AND HIS FRIENDS WILL RETURN SOON IN SEASON TWO OF EDGEVILLE. 


Pin-ups 


#1 Viper Rossi 'New in Town’. #2 Suzy Apples 'Summer Kitchen' #3 Toby and Makiko Brooks 
‘Buddy System' #4 Toby and Grandma ‘Rainy Garden' #5 Toby and Brooksie Brooks 'Bat Day' 


